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EPIGRAM. 

BY SIR JOHN HARRINGTON*. 

Treason doth never prolper — What's the 
reafon ? 

Why, when it profpers, none dare call it Treafon. 
PLAIN-DEALING. 

BY THE SAME. 

MY verfes oft difpleafe you — What's the matter ? 
You love not to hear truth, nor I to flatter, 

♦ Sir John Harrington's Epigrams, becaufe they appear 
to have been written firft, have the firfl place in this com- 
pilation. The Compiler will endeavouft throughout ity 
to pay as much regard to date. 

i 
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GILES AND JOAN. 

BY BEN JONSON. 

WHO fays that Giles and Joan at difcord be ? 

Th* obferving neighbours no fuch mood can fee. 

Indeed, poor Giles repents he married ever ; 

But that his Joan doth too. And Giles would never 

By his free will be in Joan's company : 

No more would Joan he (hould. Giles rifeth early. 

And baring got him out of doors is glad : 

The like is Joan. But turning home is fad : 

And fo is Joan. Oftimes^ when Giles doth find 

Harfh fights at home, Giles wiflieth he were blind : 

All this doth Joan, Or that his long-yeam'd life 

Were quite outfjjtm : the like, wilh hath his wife. 

The children that he keeps Giles fwears are none 

Of his begetting j and fo fwears his Joan. 

In all affeiSlions fhe concurreth ftill. 

If now, with man and wife, to will and nil I 

The felf-fame things, a note of concord be, 

I know no coi^ple better can agree. 
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A DISTICH, 

BY CLEIVELAND, 

HAD Cain been Scot, God would have chang'd his 
doom, - . 

Not forced him wander, but confined him home *. 
PROMETHEUS ILL-PAINTED. 

BY COWLBY. 

HOW wretched does Prometheus* ftate appear. 

While he his fecond mis*iy fuffers here ! 

Draw him no more, led, as he tortur'd Hands, 

He blame great Jove s lefs than the Painter's hands • 

It would the Vulture's cruelty outgo. 

If once again his liver thus fhould grow. 

Pity him, Jove, and his bold theft allow ; 

The flames he once Hole from thee grant him now. 

• Without thcfc lincf from the " Rebel Scot " of John 
Clelveland a book of Epigrams would be incomplete. 
He that it offended at them muft be irritable indeed. 
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WRITTEN UNDER A PRINT OF MILTON, 
BEFORE HIS «* PARADISE LOST." 

BY DRYDEN. ' 

THREE Poets, in three diftant ages born, 
Gnecce, Italy, and England did adorn. 
The firft in loftinefs of thought furpaft, 
. The next in majefty, in both, the laft. 
The force of nature could no further go 
To make a third, Ihe join*d the former two. 

EPIGRAM ON A PIGMY'S DEATH. 
BY BISHOP SPRAT. 

BESTRIDE an Ant, a Pigmy great and tall 
Was thrown, alas i and got a dreadful fall. 
Under th* unruly bcaft*s proud feet he lies. 
All torn 5 but yet with generous ardour cries. 

Behold, bafe envious world, now, now laugh on, 
" For thus I fall, and thus fell Phaeton." 
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EPIGRAM, 

BY BISHOP ATTEBBURY, 

WRITTEN ON A WHITE FAN BOEEOWSD FROM MISS 
OSBORNE, AFTERWARDS HIS WIFE. 

FLAVIA the leaft and flighteft toy 

Can with refiftlefs art employ. 

This Fan, in meaner hands, would prove 

An engine of fmall force in love : 

Yet (he, with graceful air and mien 

Not to be told, or fafely feen, 

Dire6ls its wanton motions fo. 

That it wounds more than Cupid's bow ; 

Gives Coolnefs to the matchlefs dame. 

To eveiy other breaft a Flame ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

WtlTTIN IN A LADT's TABLI*B00K. 
BY WALSH. 

WITH what llrangc raptures would my foul be bleft. 

Were but her book an emblem of her bread ! 

As I from that all former marks efface. 

And, uncontrord, put new ones in their place. 

So might I chafe all others from her heart, 

And my own image in the flead impart. 

But, ah I how fhort the blifs would prove, if he 

Who feiz'd it next might do the fame by me ! 



LYCE. 

BY THE SAME. 

*' GO, (faid old Lyce) fenfelefs lover, go, 

" And with foft verfes court the fair : but know, 

" With all thy verfes, thou canft get no more 

Than fools, without one verfe, have had before." 
Enrag'd at this, upon the bawd I flew 5 
And that which moft cnrag*d me was —'twas true. 
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THRASO. 

BY THB SAME. 

THRASO picks quarrels^ when he*s drunk at night; 
When fober in the morning dares not fight. 
Thrafo, to ihun thofe ills that may enfue> 
Drink not at nighty or drink at morning too. 

GRIPE AND SHIFTER. 

BT THB SAMB. 

RICH Gripe does all his thoughts and cunning bend 
T' increafe that wealth he wants the foul to fpend. 
Poor Shifter does his whole contrivance fet 
To fpend that wealth he wants the fenfe to get. 
How happy would appear to each his fate. 
His Gripe his humour, or he Gripe's eftate ! 
Kind Fate and Fortune blend em, if you can. 
And of two wretches make one happy man. 



EPIGRAM. 

BY LEONARD WBLSTSD. 

I OWE," fays Melius, " much to Colon's care ; 

Once only feen, he chofe for his heir.** 
True, Metius ; hence your fortunes take their rile : 
Hit heir you were not, had he feen you twice. 

PICTURE OF SENECA DYING IN A BATH, 

BY JOURDAIN*. 

AT THI AlOHT HONOUAABLZ TRt lA&L OP BXBTIR's 
AT BUtLEXGH HOUSE. 

BY PRIOR. 

. WHILE cruel Nero only drains 
The moral Spaniard's ehhing veins. 
By ihidy worn, and flack with age 
How dull, how thpughtlcfs is his rage ! 
Heighten*d revenge he (hould have took 5 
He Ihould have burnt his tutor's book, 



* Jacques Jourdaioi a difciple of Rubeoi. 
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And long have reign'd fuprcme in vlcc- 

One nobler wretch can only rife j 

^Tis he, whole fuiy lhall deface 

The lloic's image in this piece. 

For whiles unhurt, divine Jourdain> 

Thy;work and Seneca's remain ; 

He flill has body, has foul. 

And lives and fpeaks, re(br*d and whole. 



JEPIGRAM. 

ST THE SAME. 

FRANK carves very ill, yet will palm all the meats; 
He eats more than fix, and drinks more than he eats. 
Four pipes after dinner he conftantly fmokfes, 
And feafbns his wliiffs with impertinent jokes. 
Yet £ghing, he fays, we muft certainly break 5 
And my cruel unkindnefs cortipels him to fpeak 
For of late I invite him — but four times a week. 



[ »6 ] 



ON THE SAM£ SUBJECT. 
BY THB SAME. 

HELEN was juft flipt into bed, . 
Her eyebrows on the toilet lay; 

Away the kitten with them fled« 
As fees belonging to her prey. 

For this misfortune, carelefi Jane, 
Allure yourfelf, was loudly rated : 

And Madam, gettihg'up again. 
With her own hand the moufe>trap b^ted. 

On little things, as fages write. 
Depends our huinan joy, or fbrrow : 

If we don*t catch a moufe to-night, 
Alas ! no eyebrows for to-morrow, 

on artificial beauties. Brebeuf compofed for a wager ao 
hundred and fifty epigrams fur une Jtmmt fariie, Kay, it 
is'faid that a rival wit foon afterwards produced three 
hundred on the fame fubje6^, without adopting any thought 

'■of Brebeufj and, what is more remarkable, without change 

Ing his heroine's name. 
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PHILLIS'S AGK 

BY THE ^AMB. 

HOW old may PhilHs be, yon a(k, 
Whofe beauty thus all hearts engages 

To anfwer is no eafy tafk. 
For Phillis really has two ages. 

Stiff in brocade, and pinch*d in ftays. 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on 5 

All day let Envy view her face. 
And Phillis is but twenty-one. . • 

Paint, patches, jewels laid afide. 

At night, allronomers agree. 
The evening has the day belled, ^ 
• And Phillis is fome forty-three. 
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FORMA BONUM FRAGILE. 

BY THE SAME. 

WHAT a frail thing is Beauty! faid Baron Le Cras, 
Perceiving his milbnefs had one eye of glafs : 

And fcarcely had he fpoke it. 
When fhe, more confiis'd as more angiy fhe grew. 
By a negligent rage proved the maxim too true — . 

She dropt the eye, and broke it. 

A CRITICAL MOMENT.. 

JJY THE SAME, 

HOW capricious were Nature and Art to poor Nell \ 
She was painting her Checks at the time her Nole 
fell. 
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JEPIGRAM, IN CHAUCER'S STYLE^ . 

BY THE SAME. 

FULL oft doth Mat. with Top^z.dine, . 
Eateth baked meats, drinketh Greek wine; 
But Topaz his own werke rehcarfeth. 
And Mat. mote praife what Topaz verfeth. 
Now, fure as prieft did e'er (hrive fmner,. 
Full hardly eameth Mat. his dinner. 

A FLOWER PAINTED BY VERELST*. 

BY THE SAMS. | 

WHEN fam'd Verclft this little wonder drew> 

Flora vouchfaf d the growing work to view : 

Finding the painter's fcjenpe at a ftand> 

The Goddefs fnatch'd the pepcil from his hand. 

And, finifliing the piece, Ihe fmiling faid, 

" Behold one work of mine that ne'er fhall fade.** 

^ A Flemilh Painter, famous for his fruit and flowers. 
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DEMOCRITUS AND HERACLTTUS. 

BT TBS SAME. 

DEMOCRITUS, dear dfx)ll, rcvifit earth. 
And with our follies glut thy heightened mirth} 
8ttd llcraclitui, ierious wretch, return. 
In louder grief our greater crimes to mourn. 
Between you both I unconcera'd iland by : 
Ilurti can I laugh ? — and honed, need I ciy ? 

EPIGRAM, 

WRITTtN TO THZ DUKE DI NOAILLSS. 
BY THE SAME. 

VAIN the concern which you expreft, 
That uncall'd, Alard will poflefs 

Your houfe and coach both day and nighf. 
And that Macbeth was haunted lefe 

By Banquo*8 rcftlefs fpHte, 
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With fifleen thoufand pounds a year. 
Do you complain, you cannot bear 

An ill, you may fo foon retrieve ? 
Good Alard, faith, is modeller 

By much than you belicTe; . 

Lend hin^ but fidy locus* d'br^ : 
And you (hall never &e him more : 

Take the advice ; probatum eft. 
Why do the gods indulge our (lore. 

But to fecure our red ? 

EPITAPH, EXTEMPORE. 

BT THE SABiS. 

NOBLES and Heralds, by your leave. 
Here lies what once was Matthew Prior, 

The fon of Adam and of Eve — 
Can Bourbon or Naflau go higher ? 
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THE LADY WHO OFFERS HER LOOKING-GLASS TO 
VESVS. 

BY THB 8AMB. 

VENUSj take my totivt glafi^ 
Since I am not what I was : 
What from tl^ dtt)r I (hall be> 
Venus, kt mc neyer fee*. 

FATAL LOVE. 

BV THB siki'. 

POOR Hal caught his death, {landing under a (pout, 
£xpe6lmg; tiA midnight, when. Nan"wmkL come outf 
But fatal his patience, as cruel the dame. 
And curfl was the weather that quench'd the man's 
. flam*-. ' 
Whoe'er thou art, that rcadH thefc moral lines,, 
-Make loye at home, and go to bed betimes. 

• The Rambler cenfurcd Prior for borrowing this thought 
from Plato, without acknowledging the debt. Prior is 
cenfurable, on a fimilar account, in numerous inftances, 
I could tell a deteflor of plagiarifm where to find moii of 
bis epigrammatic Tallies. 
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THE PEDANT. 

BY TBE 8AMB. 

LYSANDER talks extremely well : 
On any fubjtSi let him dwells 

His tropes and figure will <:pntent ye. 
He ihould poflefs to all degrees 
The art of talk — he pra6tifes 

Full iburteen hours in four-and-twenty. 

CAUTIOUS ALICE. 

BY THE SAME, 

SO good a wife doth Li0y make^ 
That from all company (he flieth : 

Such virtuous courfes doth ihe take. 
That Ihe all evil tongues defieth ; 

And, for her deareft fppufe's fake^ 
She with hi^ brethren only lie th. 
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TRUTH TOLD AT LAST. 

BT THB 8AMB. 

SAYS Pontiui in nge, contradi6Hng wihy 
** You never yet told me one truth in your life." 
Vcx*d Pontia no way could this thefis allow— 
" You're a Cuckold," fays Ihe ; " do I tell you truth 
now ? " 

THE REMEDY WORSE THAN THE DISEASE. 

BY THB SAM£« 

I SENT for Radcliffe, was fo ill 
That other do(ftors gave me overj 

He felt my pulfe, prefcrib'd his pill. 
And I was likely to recovei;. 

But when the wit began to wheeze. 

And wine had warin'd the politician, 

Cur'd yeflerday of my difeafe, 

I died laft night of my phyfician. 
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€UPID MISTAKEN. 

BY THE SAME. 

AS afternoon, one (ummcr's day, 

Venus ^ood bathing in a river, 
Cupid a-fliooting went that way. 

New ilnmg his bow, new fill'd his quiver. 

With.ikill he chofe his fliarpeft dart. 
With all his. might his bow he drew ; 

Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
The too well'guided arrow flew. 

I faint ! I die ! the Groddefs cried 3 

Ah \ cruel ! could'ft thou find none other 

To wreak thy ipleen on ? Parricide ! 
Like Nero, thou haft flain thy mother. 

Poor Cupid fobbing fcarce could fpeak « 
Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye : 

Alas ! how ealy my miftake ! 

I took you for your likcncfs— Cloe. 
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TO CLOE WEEPING. 

BT THE SAME. 

SEE, whilH thou vnep% Mr Clot, fee 

The world in fympathy with thee } 

The cheerful birds no longer Ung, 

Each droops his head, and hangs his wing. 

The clouds have bent their boibm Iower> 

And flied their forrows in a fliower. 

The brooks beyond their limits flow, <l. 

And louder murmurs ipeak their woe. 

The nymphs and fwains adopt thy cares. 

They heave thy iighs, and weep thy tears. 

FantafUc nymph ! that Grief ihould move 

Thy heart obdurate againft Love ! 

Strange tears ! whofe power can fbflen all 

Bo(bms, but that on which the^ fall. 



KKT TO CBARINBA WITH A NOVEL, ENTITLED, 
«« LES MALHEURS DE L' AMOUR." 

BY GRANVILLE 

HASTE to Clarinda, and reveal 
Whatever pains poor lovers feel : 
When that if done, th^B tell the feir^ 
That I endure much more for her. 
Who'd truly know Love's power and fmart, 
view ^ cyes^ ai^i my heart. 

WRITTEN IN CLARINDA'S PRAYER-BOOK. 
BY THE SAME. 

IN vain, Clarinda> night and daj. 
For mercy to your God you pray. 
What arrogance, on heav n to call 
For that which you deny to all ! 

♦ George, Lord Lmfdowne, 
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CLOK, 

BT THB SAHB. 

BRIGHT as the Da^^ and a5 the Moramg fair, 
Such Cloe if — and common as the Air. 

CLOE PERFUMING HERSELF. 

BY THE SAME. 

BELIEVE me, Cloe, ilti6TtJ^^it0^^ ^ti^^^^ 

Such fums to fweeten thee, is treafure loft. 

Not all Arabia would fufficient be : 

Thou fmeirft not of thy fweets — they ftink of thee. 

roji A riou&s &xr&it«NtiNG thi 

GOD OF LOVE. 

BY THE SAME. 

WHOE'ER thou art, thy lord gnd mailer fee — 
Thou waft my (lave — thou art — or thou lhalt be. 



INIC&irTXON 
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WRITTBN ON A WINDOW ZN THB TOWXE, UNOBK TBI 
NAMS OF 

SIR ROBERT WALPOLE, 

WHO HAD BEXN A PRXSONSR ZN THE 8AMB BOOM, 

BY THE SAME. 

GOOD uncxpe6&d, evil unforefeen. 
Appear by turns, as Fortune fhifts the fccne : 
Some rais'd aloft, come tumbling down amain. 
And fall fo hard, they bound and rife ag^n. 

ON SEEING BUTLER'S MONUMENT IN 
WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

BY THE REV. SAMUEL WESTLEY*. 

WHILST Butler, needy wretch ! was yet alive. 
No gen*rou8 patron would a dinner give ; 

♦ A Poet, who, as he often employed the prcfsi thought 
better of his vcrfes, perhaps, than the rel^ of the world. 
Samuel Weftley was a Mepiber of Exeter College, Oxford, 
and Re£lor of South Ormefby and Epworth, in Lincoln- 

D 3 
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Sec him, when ftarv'd to death, and tura'd to duft, 

Pitlented with a monumental bud ! 

The poet*8 fate is here in emblem Ihown — 

He a(k*d for Bread, and he receiv'd a Stone. 



THE POWER OF TIME. 

BY SWIFT. 

IF neither brafs nor marble can withftand 
The mortal force of Time's deftru6Uve hand. 
If mountains fink to vales, if cities die. 
And lefs'ning rivers mourn their fountains dry. 
When my old caflbck '(fays a Welfli Divine) 
Is out at elbows, why (hould I repine ? 

(hire* He died, April 25, 17351 much lamented ; for he 
had many virtues to atone for his poetical crimes. Four 
of the numerous family which he left behind him are not 
unknown to Fame : — Samuel, author of •* The Battle of 
the Sexes,'* and feveral humorous tales, printed with other 
poems by him in 1736 — John and Charles, the celebrated 
Methodiils — and Mrs. Wright, a contributor to the ilxth 
volume of the Poetical Calendar. 
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EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 
Sunt qui fervari nolunt. 

AS Thomas was cudgei'd one day hy his wife> 
He took to the ftreet, and he fled for his life. 
Tom's three dearell friends came by in the fquabble. 
And fay*d him at once from the (hrew and the rabble; 
Then ventured to give him fome fober advioe~ 
But Tom is a perfon of honour fo nice, ' 
Too wife to take counfel, too proud to take warning. 
That he fent to all three a challenge next morning. 
Three duels he fought, thrice ventur'd his life. 
Went home — and was cudgel'd again by his wife. 

ON THE COLLAR OF TIGER, MRS, DINGLEY'S 
LAF-DOG. 

BY THE SAME. 

PRAY fteal me not — I'm Mrs. Dingley's, 
Whofc heart in thia four-footed thing lies. 
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EPIGRAM. 

£T THE SAME. 

YOU beat your pate, and fancy wit will come : 
Knock as you will, there's nobody at home. 

TO MRS. HOUGHTON OF BORMOUNT, UPON 
PRAISINO^HER HUSBAND TO DR. SWIFT. 

BY THE SAME. 

YOU always are making a god of your fpoufej 
But this neither reafon nor confcience allows. 
Perhaps you will lay, 'tis in gratitude due^ 
And you adore him, becaufe he adores you. 
Your argument's weak, and fb you will find. 
For you, by this rule, mull adore all mankind. 
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EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

A BISHOP^ by his neighbours hated^ 
Has cauie to wiih himfelf tranilated : 
But why (hould Hough * deiire tranflatioD, 
Lov*d and efteem'd by all the nation ? 
Yet) if it be the old man's cafe, 
1*11 lay my life 1 know the place : 
^Hs where Qod fenc^^ome that adore him> 
And whither Enoch went before him. 

EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

ARTHUR, they fay, has wit For what ? 
For writing ? — No — for writing not. 

♦ John, Bifliop of Worccfter* 
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EPIGRAM ON THE FEUDS BETWEEN HANDEt 
AND BONONCINI. 

BT THE SAMB» 

STRANGE all this ^ffcraice Ihonld b» 
Twart TweedloKitun and Tweadle*^ } 

WIQKAU TO A tApy. 

BT THB 8Alf B. 

what's Fame with men, by cuftom of the natioir^ 
Is 'mongft you women only Rotation : 
About them both, why keep we fuch a pother? 
Part you with one^ and I'll renounce the other *. 

* But this is an unequal venture (as Mrs. Piozzi has well 
remarked in her Britifli Synonymy), foe the woman would 
fuilain a greater lofs than the man. Fame and RepuiatiQa- 
are words of very different import.. 
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ON THE 9UST$ IN RICHMOND HSRMITACE. 
BT THE 8AUB. 

LEWIS the living learned fed. 
And rak'd the fdentific head. 
Our frugal Queen^ to fave her meat. 
Exalts the head that cannot eat 

EPITAPH ON A MISER, 
fit Tk% iittB* 

BENEATH this vetdsirt hiUock Hes 
Demarf, the wsakhj and the wtfe. 
His heiriy that he might fafely refl> 
Have put his carcafe in a <:he& ; 

• Somebody has replied, 

•Our Queen, more anxious to be juft, 
Than istur'd, rears the living but 
To thofe amoQg the learned tribe» 
Whom^ Lewis like, ihe cannot bribe. . 



An Ufuref«t MHi^ ^Wiicd lii 
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EPIGRAM, 

tNCRAVKD ON THI COLLAR OP A DOC WHI<:H I CAVE 
TO Hlf ROYAL BI&HNCSI. 

BY THE SAME. 

I AM His Highnefs' Dog at Kew : 
Pray tell mc, Sir, whofe Dog are you * ? 



TO SIR <50DFREY KNELLER, 

ON Hit PAINTING FOR MI THi STATUIS OF APOLLO, 
VENUS} AND HIRCULES. 

BY THE SAME. 

WHAT God, what Genius did the pencil move, 

When Kneller painted thefe ? 
'Twas Friendlhip, warm as Phoebus, kind as Love, 

And Urong as Hercules. 

♦ When Pope wrote this epigram, I think he muft have 
recellefted a paflage from Sir William Temple's ** Heads 
dcfigned for an £(fay on Converfation — 

" Mr. Grantam's Fool's reply to a great man that afkcd 
him -whofe fool he was — * I am. Mr. Grantam's Fool: 
pray wfaofe Fool are you t" 
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TO ONE WHO MADE LONG EPITAPHS. 
BY THE SAME. 

FREIND for your epitaphs I'm gricv'd 

So veiy much is faid. 
One half will never be bdicv'd. 

The other never read. 

VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU. 
BY THE SAME. 
Unjour, dit un auteur, &c. 

ONCE (fays an author, where I need not fay) 
Two trailers found an Oyfter in their way j 
Both fierce, both hungry : the difpute grew llrong. 
While, fcale in hand, Dame Jufticc pafs'd along. 
Before her each with clamour pleads the laws. 
Explained the matter, and would win the caufe. 

* Dr. Robert Freind, Maftcr of Weftminftcr School. 
E 2 
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Dame Juftice, weighing long the doubtful right, 
Takes, opens, fwallows it before their fight 
The caufc of llrife removed lb rarely well. 
There, take (fays Jufticc), take ye each a Shell. 
We thrive at Weftminfter on foob like you : 
Twas a fat oyfter — Live in peace — Adieu ! 

EPIGRAM ON MRS. TOFTS, 

A HANDSOMI WOMAN, WITH A FINE VOICE, BUT VERt 
COVETOUS AND PEOUP*. 

BIT THE SAMB. 

SO bright is thy beauty, ib charming thy fong. 
As had drawn both the Beads and their Orpheus 
along ; 

But fuch is thy av'rice, and fuch is thy pride. 
That the Beads muft have ftarv'd, and the Poet havt 
died. 

* If Mri. Tofts was once covetous aad proud, (he lived 
to witncfs days when her money loft its value, and her 
pride its confidence. Sir John Hawkins, in his Hiftory of 
Mufic, gives an account of her great popularity as a finger, 
and unfortunate melancholy after quitting the ftage. 
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IN A COMPANY AT LORD COBHAM*S, THAT ACRBCD, 
AFTER DINNER ONE DAY, TO WRITE EXTEMFORARY 
VERSES, MR. POPE, BEING PRESSED BY LORD CHES- 
TERFIELD TO COMPOSE IN HIS TURN, BORROWED 
HIS lordship's DIAMOND PENCIL, AND ENGRAVED 
ON A GLASS THIS COUPLET : 

ACCEPT a miracle, inflead of wit— 
See two dull lines by Stanho|)e's pencil writ. 



ON A FAN OF THE AUTHOR'S DESIGN, 

IN WHICH WAS PAINTED THE STORY OF CEPHALUS 
AND PROCRIS*, WITH THE MOTTO, AURA VENI, 

BY THE SAME. 

COME, gentle Air 1 th' Eolian Shephenl faid. 
While Procris panted in the fecret fliade 

* Every reader of this book may not be a reader of 
Ovid. 

** Procris, the fond wife of Cephalus, is faid to have 
made her hufband, who delighted in the fports of the wood, 
a prefent of an unerring javelin. In procefs of time he 
E3 
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Come, gentle Air ! the fairer Delia cries. 

While at her feet her fwain expiring lies. 

Lo ! the glad gales o er all her beauties dray, 

Breathe on her lips, and in her bofom play. 

In Delia's hand this toy is fatal found. 

Nor did that fabled dart more furely wound. 

Both gifts dellru6live to the givers prove -j 

Alike both lovers fall by thofe they love. 

Yet guiltlefs too this bright deftroyer liyes. 

At random wounds, nor knows the wound flie gives: 

She views the ftory with attentive eyes. 

And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 

was fo much in the foreft, that his lady fufpeftcd he vras 
purfuing fomc nymph, under the pretence of following a 
chafe more innocent. Under this fufpicion fhe hid herfelf 
among the trees, to obferve his motions. While (he lay 
concealed, her hufband, tired with the labour of hunting, 
came within her hearing. As he was fainting with heat, 
he cried out. Aura veni — Ohf charming Air^ approach. The 
unfortunate wife, taking the word air to be the name of a 
woman, began to move among the bufhes ; and her buf- 
band, believing it a deer, threw his javelin and killed 
her." 
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ADVICE TO MR. POPE, 

ON HIS INTSNDED TRANSLATION OF KOMSR. I 7 1 4. 
BY HUGHES. 

O THOU, who with a happy genius born, 
Canft tuneful verfe in flowing numbers turn, 
Crown'd on thy Windfpr s plains with early bays. 
Be early wife, nor truft to barren praife ! 
Blind was the bard that fung Achilles' rage. 
He fung, and begg'd, and curft th* ungiving age. 
If Britain his tranflated fong would hear, 
Firft take the gold — then charm the lift'ning ear. 
So (hall thy father Homer fmile to fee 
His pcnfion paid, though late, and paid to Thee. 
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LESBIA. 

BY C0N6RBVE. 

WHEN Le(bia firil I faw, fo heavenly fair. 
With eyes fo bright, and with that awful air, 
I thought my heart, which durft fo high afpire. 
As bold as his who fnatch*d ccleftial fire. 
But foon as e'er the beauteous ideot fpoke. 
Forth from her coral Hps fuch folly broke. 
Like balm the trickling nonfenfe heaPd my wound. 
And what her Eyes enthrall'd, her Tongue unbound. 



ON LADY MANCHESTER. 
BY ADDISON. 

WHILE haughty Gallia's dames, that fpread 
O'er their pale cheeks an artful red. 
Beheld this beauteous ftranger there, 
Jn native charms divinely fair, 
Confufion in their looks they fhew'd,. 
And with unborrow'd blufhes glow'd. 
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EPIGRAM FROM MARTIAL «. 
BY THB flAMB. 

. IN all thy humoim, whether grm or mellow^ 
Thou'rt fuch a touchy^ te%, pleafant fellow 3 
Hall fo much wit; and mirths and fpleeo about tbce> 
There is no living with that, nor without thee. 

ANOTHER. 
BY THE SAME. 

THY beard and head are of a difPrent dye ; 
Short of one foot, diftorted in an eye : 
With all thefe tokens of a knave compleat, 
Should'ft thou be honeft, thou'rt a dev'Ufh cheat, 

* This and the following mailerly tranflation from 
Martial are from two of Addifon's Spcftators, Nos. 68 
and 86. 
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EPIGRAM FROM MARTIAL*. 
BY STEELE. 

LET Rufiw weep, rejoice, (land, fit, or walk. 
Still he can nothing but of Naevla talk 1 
Let him eat, drink, afk queilions, or difpnte> 
Still he mud talk of Naevia, or be mute. 
He writ to his father, ending with thb linev 
I am, my lovely Naevia, ever thine ! *' 

EPITAPH FOR SIR JOHN VANBRUGH. 

BY DR. EVANS f. 

LIE heavy on him. Earth ! for he 
Laid many heavy loads on thee ! 

* From I Speditor (No. 1 1 3.) by Sir Richard Steele- 

i- Dr. Abel Evins, who, with i hundred otheri, hat 
been merry it the expence of poor Sir John Vanbrugh, 
wii in Oxford wit, at we might gather, if we had no 
V better informition, from the following Hexameter and 
Pentameter ; 

Alma novem genuit celcbres Rhedycina Poetas ; 
Bubj Stubb, Cobb, Ciabb, Trapp, Young, Carey, Tickell, 
Evans, . 

He 
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ON SIR JOHN VANBRUGH*S DEVICE OF THE 
LION AND COCK AT BLENHEIM. 

BY THE SAME. 

HAD Marlborough's troops in Gaul no better fought. 
Than Van, to grace their fame, in fculpture wrought. 
No more in arms, than he in emblems, fkill'd. 
The Cock had driv*n the Lion from the field. 

ON A FAT GENTLEMAN AT OXFORD. 

BY THE SAME, 
f 

WHEN Tadlow* walks the ftreets, the Paviours cry, 
" God blels you. Sir ! " and lay their rammers by. 

He was of St. John's College, and took the degree of 
M. A. in 1699; of B. D. in 1705; and of D. D. in 
1711. 



• A Dr. Tadlow, of whom little is known. 
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ON THE BRIDGE AT BLENHEIM. 
BT THE SAME. 

TlUi \o(iy arch his high ambition ihows> 
The ilrearoi apt emblem of his boun^^ flows. 

ON THE DEATH OF A LADY'S CAT. 
BY HARRISON*. 

AND iH Mifs Tabby from the world retired ? 
And arc her lives, all her nine lives expired ? 
What fuuiidSi fo moving as her own, can tell 
How Tabby died, how full of play fhe fell ! 
Begin, ye tuneful Nine, a mournful ftrife, 
For every mufe Hiould celebrate a life. 

* William Harrifon was educated at Winchefter, and 
thence removed to New College. After quitting the Uni- 
verfity he obtained the regard of Swift, who was zealous in 
promoting his intereft. In Swift's works is a letter from 
Harrifon to the Dean, to which Dr. Birch has annexed forae 
particulars of the writer, but confounded him with Thomas 

Harrifon 
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EXTEMPORE ON THE SIGHT OF A DANCE. 
BY JEFFREYS*. 

HOW ill the motion with the mufic fuits ! 

So once -play *d Orpheus 5 but fo dancd the BruteSr 

IN LATIN. 

A motu quantum modulatio difcrepat ! Orpheus 
Sic olim lufit 5 lie faluere Ferae. 

Harrifon^f Queen's College. Wfr have lately been allured 
that the favourite ** Tale for the Ladies," in the fccond 
number of the Tatlcp, ufually afcribed to Dr. Yalden, was 
his performance, 

• This epigram, has been given to Wclftcd, Budgell, 
and Ambrofe Philips. Its real author, George Jeffreys, 
was a Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, who pub- 
lifhed, in 1754, a quarto volume of ** Mifccllanics, in 
Verfe and Pjofe.'* He died in 1755, aged 77. 
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EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

BOYS and their Grandfircs are by prating known; 
They tell a tale of Troy, and Thf/c their own. 

EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

TEMPT but the fair with pi«ces ten. 
If naughty, fhe'll confent t ye j 

But is (lie chaftc ? Excufe her then. 
She yields not — under twenty. 

SUICIDE : 

AN KPIGRAM FJIOM MAKTlAL. 
BY DR. SEWELL *. 

WHEN all the blandifhments of life are gone. 
The coward fneaks to death— ^the brave lives on. 



♦ Dr. George Scwell. 
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ON A REGIMENT SENT TO OXFORD, AND A 
PRESENT OF BOOKS TO CAMBRIDGE, BY KING 
GEORGE THE FIRST. 1715. 

BY DR. TRAPP. 

THE King obferving, with judicious eyes, 

The Hate of both his Univerfities, 

To one he fent a regiment 5 for why ? 

That learned body wanted loyalty : 

To th* other he fent books, as well difeeming 

How much that loyal body wanted learning *. 



* Thefe lines were once repeated to Sir William Browne, 
who, with extraordinary quicknefs, anfwered, 

The King to Oxford fent his troop of horfe, 
For Tories own n9 argument but force. 
With equal care to Cambridge books he fent, 
For Whigs allow no force but argument. 



F 2 
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EXTEMPORARY LINES, 

BY DR. YOUNG, 

ON BEING OBLIOED, THOUGH KKLUCTANTLY) TO COM- 
PLY WITH LAOT SLIZABETH LEB's* BEQUEST 01 
LEAVING HEB IN HtS GARDEN ATWELWYN, WHILE 
HE WENT TO ATTEND A VISITOR IN THE HOUSE. 

THUS Adam look*d, when from the garden driv*h, 
And thus difputcd orders fent from heav*n : 
Like him, I go, and yet to go am loth j 
Like him, I go, for angels drive us both. 
Hard was his fate; but mine Hill more unkind i 
His Eve went with him, but mine flays behind. 

TO VOLTAIRE, 
RIDICULING Milton's allegory or siw and deatB' 

BY THE SAME. 

THOU art fo witty, profligate, and thin. 

At once we think thee Milton, Death, and Sin. 

* Daughter of the Earl of Litchfield, and widow of 
Colonel Lee ; afterwards Dr. Young's wife. 
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ON MICHA8L AKGELO's FAMOUS PIECE OW TUB 
CRUCIFIXION ; 

WHO IS SAID TO HAVX STABBED A FSRSON THAT HS 
MIGHT DRAW IT ^ORS NATURALLY*. 

BY THE SAME. 

WHILST his Redeemer on his canvafs dies, 

Stabb*d at his feet his brother weltering lies : 

The daring artift, cruelly ferene. 

Views the pak cheek, and the diftorted mien j 

He draws off life by drops, and, deaf to cx'ies. 

Examines every fpirit as it flies 5 

He ihidies torment, dives in mortal woe. 

To roufe up every pang repeats his blow ; 

Each riling agony, each dreadful grace. 

Yet warm, tranfplanting to his Saviour's facer. 

Oh glorious theft ! oh nobly wicked draught ! 

With its full charge of death each feature fraught ! 

Such wondrous force the magic colours boaft, 

Fronrhis own fkill he ftarts in horror loft. 

♦ It is hardly neccffary to obfcrve that the report has n<y 
foundation. 
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VERSES WRITTEN ON A WINDOW IN THE 
HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND. 

BY AARON HILL. 

SCOTLAND ! thy weather's like a modifh ¥^e, 
Tliy wituU and rains for ever are at fbife : 
So iemmgant awhile her thunder tries^ 
And when (he can no longer fcold, ihe cries. 

EPIGRAM. 

BY THB SAME. 

WHIG and Tory Icratch and bite, 
Juft as hungiy dogs, we fee : 

Tof» a bone 'twixt two, they fight. 
Throw a couple, they agree. 
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WOMAN'S RESOLUTION. 

BY THE SAMiS. 

" OH ! " cried Arfenia, long in wedlock bleft> 
Her head reclining on her hu(band's breaft, 
" Should Death divide thee from thy doting wife. 
What comfort could be found in widow*d life ! 
" How the thought lhakcs me! Heaven, my Strephon 
fave, 

, " Or give the loft Arfenia half hb grave ! ** 

Jove heard the lovely mourner, and approv*d : 
And fhould not wives like this (faid he) be lov*d ? 
Take the fofl forrower at her word, and try 
How deeply rooted woman's vows can lie. 

*Twas faid and done — ^The tender Strephon died; 
Arfenia two long months t'outlive him tried. 
And in the third, alas ! — became a bride. 
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EPIGRAM. 

BT THE 8AMB. 

WOMEN talk of love for fefhion 5 
So thej do of ipirits walking — 

But DO more they feel the paffion 
Than fee the ghoft of which they're talkmg. 

EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

TENDER-HANDED ftroke a nettle. 

And it dings you for your pains 3 
Graip it, like a man of mettle. 

And it foft as iilk remains. 
*Tis the fame with common natures : 

Ule *em kindly, they rebel 5 
But be rough as nutmeg-graters. 

And the rogues obey you well. 
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THE MIRACLE AT CANA *. 

BY THE SAME. ' 

WHEN ChriH, at Cana's feaft, by pow*r divine^ 
Infpir'd cold water with the warmth of wine. 
Sec ! cried they, while in red*ning tide it gufh*d. 
The bafhful (bream hath feen its Loid, and bluih'd. 

* This much-idmired epigram it tranflated from the 
Latin of Richard Gra(haw, a Fellow of Peter-Houfe, Cam- 
htidg^f and a Wooer of the Mufes, in. the time of Charlea. 
the Firft. As the original is often praifed, and as Cra- 
(haw's ** Epigrammata Sacra " are not very common, 
fome of my readers may be pleafed to fee it here* 

JOANN. t« 

Aquae in vinnm verfae* 

17nde rubor veftris, et non fua purpura, lymphis T 
Quae rofa miraotes tam nova mutat aquas ? 

Numen, convivx, praefens agnofcite numen ! 
Nympha pudica Deum vidit, ct erubuitt 
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EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

WHISFRING clofc a maid long courted. 

Thus cried Drone, by touch tranfportcd — 

" Prithee, tell mc, gentle Dolly ! 

" Is not loving long a folly ? " 

" Yes/* faid (he, with fniile reproving, 

" Loving long, and onfy loving" 

MARTIAL. LIB.. 7, EPIGRAM. LIX. 
BT THE SAME. 

GREAT Capitolian Jove ! thou god, to whom 
Our Caefar owes that blift he fheds on Rome ! 
While proflrate crowds thy daily bounty tire. 
And aH thy bleffings for themfelves defire, 
Accufe me not of pride, that I alone 
Put up no pray'r that can be call'd my own : 
For Caefar's wants, O Jove ! I fue to thee — 
Caefar himfelf can grant what's fit for me. 
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AN EPITAPH ON A TALKATIVE LADY. 
BY THE SAME*. 

HOW apt are men to lie ! How dare they ikj, 
When life is gone, all learning fleets away ? 
Since this glad grave holds Cloe fair and young. 
Who, where fhe is, firft learnt — to hold^ier tongue. 



♦ After thefe fpccimcns of Aaron Hill's poetry, aa 
epigram on it by the author of Clarifla may not be unac- 
ceptable, though occaGoned by better lines than it came 
within my defign to quote :— 

When noble thoughts with language pure unite. 
To give to kindred excellence its right, 
Though unencumbered with the clogs of rhyme. 
Where tinkling founds, for want of meaning, chime, 
Which, like the rocks in Shannon's midway coiurfc. 
Divide the fenfe, and interrupt its force ; 
Well may we judge fo ftrong and clear a rill 
Flows higher from the Mufes' facred Hiil, , 
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TO APOLLO MAKING LOVE. 

FROM FONTENELLE. 
BY TICK.ELL. 

*' 1 AM,** cried Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd, 
And panting for breath the coy virgin purfued. 
When his wifdom, in manner mod ample, expreft 
The long lift of the graces his godihip poflcft, 
" Fm the god of fweet fong, and infpirer of lays." 
IsTor for lays nor fweet fong the fair fugitive flays, 
*' Fm the god of the harp — flop my faireft !'* In vain, 
Nor the harp nor the harper could fetch her again. 
" Ev*ry plant, ev'ry flow'r, and their virtues, I know; 

God of light Fm above, and of phyfic below." 
At the dreadful word phyfic the nymph fled more faft, 
At the fatal word phyflc flie doubled her hafle. . 

Thou fond god of wifdom, then alter thy phralc. 
Bid her view thy young bloom, and thy ravifliing rays, 
Tell her lefs of thy knowledge, and more of thy charms, 
And, my life fort, the damfel fliall fly to thy arms*. 

* Foatenelle's lad line is better than Tickell's : ~ 
** Daphne, far ma parole, auroit tourn£ U t£te." 



ON TWO MILLJERS OF MANCHESTER, NAMED 
BONE AND SKIN, WHO WANTED TO MONO- 
POLIZE CORN. 

BY BYROM*. 

TWO millers thin, 

Caird Bone and Skin, 
Would ftarve us all, or near it 5 

But be it known 

To Skin and Bone, 
That Flefh and Blood can't bear U. 

* Author, and at a very early age, of the elegant vcrfes, 
beginning " My time, O ye Mufes, was happily fpent.** — 
John Byrom, having been educated at Merchant-Taylors* 
School, was, in 1708, admitted Pcufioner of Trinity Col- 
lege, Cambridge, where, in 1714, he obtained a Fcllow- 
(hip. He died at Manchefler, the town in which he was 
born, and in which he pafled the greateft part of his life, 
September 26, 1763. 

A jailer's degree was the lad confer red on him at 
the Univerfity ; but it feems to have been the fafhion to 
title him DoQor Byrom. 
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THE COaUETl^E. 

BY BROOME. 

SYLVIA, with uncontcftei fway, 
Like Rome's fam'd tyrant, reigns. 

Beholds adoring crowds obey. 

And heroes proud to wear her chains : 

Yet (loops, like him, to eveiy prize, 

Bufy to murdcc beaux and flies. 

She aims at every trifling art. 

Attends each flatterer's vows ; 
And, like a pi6lure drawn with art, 

A look on all that gaze befl:ows. 
O may the power, who lovers rules. 
Grant rather fcom than hope with fools ! 

Miftakcn nymph ! the crowds that gaze. 

Adore thee into fhame^ 
Unguarded beauty is difgracc, 

And Coxcombs, when they praife, defame. 
O fly fuch brutes in human (hapes. 
Nor, like th* Egyptians, worlhip Apes. 
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EPIGRAMS FROM MARTIAL. 

BY HAY *. 
LIB. 1. SP* XI. 

TO Lady Mary, Bel air makes addrefles, 
Prefents he makes, lighs, prefles, and profeffes. 
Is (he fo fair ? No lady fo ill off. 
What is fo captivating then ? Her cough, 

KIB. a« BP. xxt. 

YOU fay you nothing owe> and fo I fay : 
He only owes, who fomething has to pay. 

* WiiHim Niyt Efq; t complete edition of "whofe 
works h«a Utely heen publilhed m two quatto volumes. 
He was born in 1695) and chofen into Parliament, in 
1733-4, for the town of Seaford, which he reprcfcntcd 
with great credit, till an apoplexy, in 1755, put a pe- 
riod to his exiftence. Of his wiiiings, the EJay on De-* 
Jormity is, perhaps, bed known, and certainly moft re- 
markable, when we recolt%£i that he was in his own 
perfon another Pope. 

G 2 
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LIB. 2. IP. LVIII. 

YOU*RE fine, and ridicule my thread-bare gown. 
Thread-bare indeed it is : but 'tis my own. 

LIB. t. SP. LXXVIII. 

WHAT place to keep your Ice in I approve, 
You afk : — Your kitchen chimney, or your ftove. 

LfB. a. IP. X.XXX. 
ON FANNIU8. 

HIMSELF he flew, when he the foe would fly : 
What madnefs this, for fear of death, to die t 

LIB. 3. BP. LXI. 

TIS a mere nothing that you afk, you ciy : 
If you alk nothing — nothing I deny. 

LIB. 5. BP. LXII* 

WHO is that beau — pray tell me, for you know— 
St ill near your wife ? Pray tell me — ^Who s that beau> 
Still pouring nonfenfe on her glowing ear. 
With his right elbow leaning on her chair ? 
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Who on his hand the fparkling brilliant wears, 
His hand almoft as white and fofl as hers ? 
" That man is, though he now fo gay appears, 
" A lawyer, who tranfa6\s my wife's affaire." 
A lawyer that ! I vow you make me ftare ! 
Surely Lord Fopplngton s tum*d pra<Flifer ! 
A lawyer that ! You are a precious Tquire, 
Fit for a Gomez in the Spanifli Friar ! 
Your wife's affairs ! Believe me, one fo fine 
Tranfa6ls not her affairs fo much as thine. 

LIB. 6. £P. XIX. 

MY caufc concerns nor battery nor treafon 5 

I fue my neighbour for this only reafon. 

That late three (heep of mine to pound he drove : 

This is the point the court would have you prove. 

Concerning Magna Charta you run on. 

And all the perjuries of old King John : 

Then of the Edwards and Black Prince you rant. 

And talk of John o' Stiles, and John o* Gaunt ; - 

With voice and hand a mighty pother keep. 

.... Now, pray dear Sir, one word about the Sheep. 
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LIB. 7. IP. Ill, 

YOU afk mc why I have no vcrfes fcnt. 
For fear you (hould return the compliment. 

LIB 8. BP. XIV. 

yOUR oranges and myrtles, with what coft, 
You guard againft the nipping winds and froft f 
The abfent fun the conftant (loves repair ; 
Windows admit his beams, without the air. 
My garret too has windows, but not glafles, 
Where Boreas never ftays, but often pafles. 
For (hame ! to let an old acquaintance freeze ! 
I had much better live amongll your Trees. 

LIB. 8. BP, XXIII. 

YOU take me for a glutton and (inner, 
\ Who beat my cook for fpoiling of my dinner. 
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LIB. 8. SP. LXIX. 

THE ancients all your veneration have ; 
You like no poet on this fide the grave : 
Yet, pray excufe me, if, to pleafe you, I 
Can hardly think it worth my while to die. 

LIB. 8. BP. LX^IV. 

A DOCTOR lately was a Captain made : 
It is a change of title, not of trade. 



LIB. 11. BP. XXXV. 

JACK buys an ancient cottage, dull and foul. 
And fcarce a decent harbour for an owl. 
Near to an hofpitable neighbour's feat : — 
Jack will not lodge ib well as he will eat. 

LIB. 11. SP. LXIX. 

AN Enfign's poft you afk, and that's denied: 
Afk for a Colonel's — lefs 'twill hurt your pride» 

LIB. IS. BP. XLVI. 

WHEN Scribbler makes us for his verfc fubfcribe> 
All are not mad of the poetic tribe.. 



[ 68 3 



LIB. 12. IP XCt. 

WEALTHY was of a fever like to die ; 
When a moft folcmn vow was made by Sly, 
If his friend Wealthy gave not up the ghoft, 
A church he*d build at his own proper coft. 
Wealthy gets well. Thinks Sly, left in the lurch. 
Since private prayV prevailed, there needs no church^ 

EPIGRAM *. 

BY HENLEY. 

POPE came off clean with Homer but they fay 
Broome f went before, and kindly fwept the way* 

♦ Prefcrved in Johnfon*s Life of Broome. 

•f Broome was employed by Pope to tranflatc eight 
booki of iht Odyfliey. 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON SEEING A WHOLE LENGTH OF NASH BETWEEN THE 
BUSTS OF SIR ISAAC NEWTON AND MR. rOPE IN THE 
ROOMS AT BATH, 

BY THE LATE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD. 

IMMORTAL Newton never fpoke 
More truth than here you'll find ; 

Nor Pope himfclf e'er penn*d a joke 
More cruel on mankind. 

The pi£bire placed the bufls between. 

Gives &tire all its drength ; 
Wifdom and Wit are little fcen, 

But F0II7 at full length 
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AN EPIGRAM ON THE REVEREND LAURENCT 
ECHARD'S AND BISHOP GILBERT BURNm 
HISTORIES. 

BY GRBBV*. 

GIL's Hiftory appears to mc 

Political anatomy; 

A cafe of fkeletons well done» 

And malcfaflors every one. 

His (harp and (Irong incifion pen 

Hidorically cuts up men, 

And does with lucid (kill impart 

Their inward ails of head and heart. 

Laurence proceeds another way. 

And well-drefs'd figures doth difplay : 

His charad^rs are all in fie(h^ 

Their hands are fair, their faces frefii,. 

And from his fweet'ning art derivis 

A better fcent than when alive : 

lie wax -work made, to pleafe the fons, 

Whofc fathers were Gils (keletons. 



* Matthrw Green, of the Cuftom-houfe; for a beautiful 
edition of whofe Poems, with fomc judicious obfervations 
on them, we are obliged to Dr. Aikin. 
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THE FIRST PAIR. 

BY THE REV. JOHN STRAIGHT*. 

ADAM alone could not be ealy. 
So be muft have a wife, an't pleafe ye : 
And hftw did he procure this wife 
To cheer his folitaiy life ? 
Why, from a rib cut off his (ide 
Was form'd this neccflaiy bride. 
But how did he the pain beguile ? 
Pho ! he flept fweetly all the while. 
' But when this rib was re-applied. 
In woman's form, to Adam's fide. 
How then, I pray you, did it anfwer ? 
He never iHept fo fwcet again. Sir. 

♦ Who held, many years ago, the living of Findcn in 
SuiTex. See the Gentleman's Magazine for 1776. 
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ON CHARINUS, THE HUSBAND OJ AN UGLY WIFE. 
FROM JOHANNES SECUNDUS. 
BY THE KEV. JOHN WHALEY *. 

YOUR wife a pofleft of fuch a face and mind, 
So charming that, and this fo foft and kind, 
So fmooth her forehead, and her voice fo fweet, 
Her words fo tender, and her drefs fo neat, 
That would kind heav*n, whence man all good derives, 
In wondrous bounty, fend me three (uch wives, 
Dear happy hufband ! take it on my word, 
I'd give — the devil two, to take the third. 



ON A WASP'S SETTLING ON DELIA'S ARM. 
BY THE SAME. . 

HOW fvveetly carelefs Delia feems, 
(Her 

mnocence can fear no harm) 
^hile round th' envenom'd infea fkims, 
I'hen fettles on her fnowy arm I 

* Formerly TcUow of King's College. 
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Ye flutt'ring beaux, and fpitcfiil bards. 

To you this moral truth I fing 
Senfe, join' J to Virtue, difregards 

Both Foll/s buzz and Satire's fling. 

EPIGRAM, 

SXEINC TWO PERSONS PASS BY IN VSRY DXf F£A£NT 
EQUIPAGES. 

BY t>AVlD MALLET. 

IN modem, as in ancient days. 

See what the Mufes have to brag on : 

The Player in his own poft-chaife. 
The Poet in a carrier's waggon ! 

EPIGRAM, 

'WRXTTXM AT TUNBRXDGE WELLS, M.I>OC«LX. 
BY THE SAME. 



WHEN Churchill led his legions on, 
Succefs ftill follow'd where he Ihone. 

OL. I. H 



[ 74 ] 



And are thole trimnpfasj wi^ the dead. 
All from his houfe for ever fkd ? 
Not fo : bj fofter, iiirer amis. 
They yet remain in Beauty*8 charms j 

For, look on blooming Pembroke's face, 
£ en now he triumphs in his race. 

TO AMANDA, WITH A COPY OF THE SEASONS. 
BY THOMSON. 

ACCEPT, dear nymph, a tribute doe 

To facred Friendihip, and to You : 

But with it take, what breath*d the whole, 

O take to thine the Poet's foul ! 

If Fancy here her pow'r difplays, 

Or if a Heart exilt thefe lays. 

You faireft in that Fancy (hine. 

And all that Heart is fondly tbUio, 
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EPIGRAM* 

BY DR. DODDRIDGE^ 
ON HIS MOTTO, " DUM VIVIMUS VIVAMUS." 

LIVE, while you live — the Epicure would fay. 
And feize the pleafure of the prcfent day. 
Live, while you live— the facrsd Preacher crieg. 
And give to God each moment as it flies. 
Lord^ in my views let both united be ! 
I live in Pkafttfe^ while I live to Thee. 

EPIGRAM t, 

BT DR. DODDRIDOS, 

ON ONX or HIS PUPILS, A WEAK YOUNO MAN, WHO 
THOUGHT THAT HB HAD INVXNTID A METHOD OP 
PLYING TO THS MOON* 

AND will Volatio quit this world fo foon ? 
And fly to his own native feat, the moon ? 
'Twill ferve, however, in fome little flead, * 
That he fets out with fuch an empty head. 

* Mr. Bofwell tells us that Dr. Johnfon called this 
one of the fineft eprgrams in the £ngli(h language." 

-f From the Biographia Britannica. 

H 2 
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EPIGRAM, 

OCCAtXONIO lY TBI WORDS ** ONS PR.IOK,*' IN THl 
SECOND VOLUMB OF BISHOP BVKNBT'S HISTOBY. 

BT DODSLET. 

ONE Prior! and is this, this all the fame 
The Poet from th* Hiibrian can claim ? 
No ; Prior 8 verfe pollerity (hall quote. 
When 'tis forget one Burnet ever wrote. 

EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME.. 

CRIES Sylvia to a reverend Dean, 
What reafon can be given. 

Since marriage is a holy thing, 
That there is none in Heaven ? 

There are no Women, he replied. 

She quick returns the jeft : — 
Women there are, but I'm afraid 

They cannot find a Prieft. 
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THE KINGS OF EUROPE. 

BT THE SAME. 

WHY, pray, of late do Europe's Kings 
No jcfter in their courts admit ? 

They're grown fuch ftately, folemn things, 
To bear a joke they think not fit. 

But though each court a jefter lacks, 
To. laugh at monarchs to their face, 

All mankind do, behind their backs. 
Supply the honeft jefter s place. 



1 
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THE POWER OF MUSIC. 

IMITATED FROM THE SPANISH. 
BY DR. LISLE *. 

WHEN Orpheus went down to the regions below. 

Which men are forbidden to fee. 
He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiftories ihew. 

To fet his Euiydice free. 

All Hell was aftonifh'd a perfon fo wife 

Should ralhly endanger his life. 
And venture fo far — but how vaft the furprife. 

When thiey heard that he came for his Wife ! 

To find out a punilhment du6 to his fault. 

Old Pluto long puzzled his brain ; 
But Hell had not torments fufficient, he thought> 

So he gave him his Wife back again. 

But pity, fucceeding, found place in his heart. 

And pleas'd with his playing fo well. 
He took her again, in reward of his art ; 
, Such merit had Mufic in Hell ! 

* Dr. Thomas Lifle was Re£lor of Burclere, Hant*. 
He died March 27^ 1767. 
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THE SNOW BALL. 
FROM PETRONIUS AFRANIUS. 
BY SOAME JENYNS. ^ 

WHITE as her hand, fair Julia threw 

A ball of filver fnow ; 
The frozen globe fir d as it flew. 

My boibm felt it glow. 

Strange pow'r of Love ! whofe great comn^and 

Can thus a Snow-ball arm ! 
When fent, fair Julia, from thy hand, 

E*en ice itfelf can warm. 

How (hould we then fecure our hearts ? 

Love*s powV we all muft feel. 
Who thus can, by ftrange magic arts. 

In ice his flames conceal. 

'Tis thou alone, fair Julia, know, 

Canft qncnch my fierce defire j 
But not with water, ice, or /now, 

But with an equal fire. 
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WRITTEN IN A LADY'S VOLUME OF TRAGEDIES. 
BY THE SAME. 

SINCE thou, relent lefs maid, canft daily hear 
Thy (lave a complaint, without one figh or tear, 
"Why beats thy breaft, or thy bright eyes overflow, 
At tlicfo imaginaiy fcencs of woe ? 
Rather teach thcfc to weep, and that to heave. 
At rral pains themfelves to thoufands give ; 
And if fuch pity to feign'd love is due, 
Confidcr how much more you owe to true. 



WRITTEN EXTEMPORE ON A WINDOW. 
BY LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGUE. 

WHILST thirll of praife, and vain delirc of fame, 

In eveiy age, is every woman's aim ; 

With courtfliip pleas'd, of filly toafters ptoud. 

Fond of a train, and happy in a crovwl j 

On each poor fool bellowing fome kind glance, 

jEach conqucft owing to fom^ loofe advance j 
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Tiilc vain coquettes afFeft to be puriued, 
nd think theyVe virtuous, if not grofsly lewd^ 
5t this great maxim be my virtue's guide : 
I part Ihe is to blame that has been tiy'd — 
e comes too near that comes to be deny'd, 

THE MISTAKE. 

BY TAYLOR *. 

k CANNON-BALI,, one bloody day^ 
Took a poor failor s leg away 3 
And, as on*s comrade's back he made offy 
A fecond fairly took his head off. 
The fellow, on this odd emergence. 
Carries him pick-pack to the furgeon*s. 
What ! cries the Do6^or, are you drunk> 
To bring me here a headlefs trunk ? 
A lying dog ! cries Jack — he faid 
His Leg was off, and not his Head. 



* W. Taylor, wbofe pieces iu this colle^ioa are printed 
)m Dodfley's. 
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THE BREWERS COACHMAN. 

BT THB 8AHB. 

HONEST William, an cafy and good-natur*d fellow, 
Woutd a little too oft get a little too mellow. 
Body-coach man wae he to an eminent brewer — 
No better e'er fat in a boK to be fure. 
His coach was kept clean, and no mothers or nurfcs 
Took that can; of their btbes t^at he took of hid hoi^es* 
He had thefe — ay, and fifty good qualities more. 
But the bufinefs of tippling could ne'er be got o'er: 
So his matter effe^hially mended the matter. 
By hiring a man who drank nothing but water. 
Now, William, fays he, you fee the plain cafe. 
Had you drunk as he does, you'd kept a good place; 
Drink water ! quoth William 5 had all men done fo, 
You'd never have wanted a coachman, I tmw. 
They're foakers, like me, whom yon load with re- 
proaches. 

That enable you brewers to ride in your coaches. 
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HULL ALE. 

BY THE SAME. 

LONG time did a (illy old proverb prevail. 
That meat, drink, and cloth, were all found in good 
-ale. 

Till a lover of truth went on purpole to Hull, 
And, to tiy an experiment, drank his fkin full. 
He began to fee vifions, his head it tum'd round. 
Till off from his keffal he fell on the ground : 
There in trances profound this philofopher mellow 
Lay all night in the fnow confulting his pillow. 
Oracular vapours give prophecy birth. 
As Plutarch reports, fpringing out of the earth. 
Whether this was the caufe, or however infpir*d. 
Our fage gave a fentence will be ever admird. 
'Twas this — I pronounce that good ale is good meat, 
For I find I have no inclination to eat : 
That good ale is good cloth you may honeftly boaft. 
For, i* faith ! I'm as blithe and as warm as a toaft : 
fiut to call it good drink is a lie, 1*11 be fworn. 
For I ne'er was fo drj fince the hour I was bom. 

The cloth, cries a punfter, who chanc*d to come by, 
Muft be a good draf, if it kept you fo dr^ , ' 
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THE DROPSICAL MAN. 

BY THE SAME. 

A Jolly brave toper, who could not forbear, 
Though his life was in danger, old port and ftak . 
beer, 

Gave the do6lors the hearing — but ftill would drink 
on. 

Till the dropfy had fwell'd him as big as a tun. 
The more he took phyfic, the worfe ftill he grew. 
And tapping was now the laft thing he could do. 
Affairs at this crifis, and do6lors come down. 
He began to confider — fo fent for his fon. 
Tom, fee by what courfes I've (horten'd my life, 
I'm leaving the world, ere I'm forty and five ; 
More than probable 'tis, that, in twenty-four hours, 
This manor, this houfe, and eftate, will be yours. 
My early excefles may teach you this truth. 
That 'tis working for death to drink hard in one's 
youth. 

Says Tom, (who's a lad of a generous Ijpirit, 

And not like young rakes, who're in hafte to inherit) 
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Sir, don't be difhearten*d ; altho' it be true ^ 
Th* operation is painful, and hazardous too, 
'Tis no more than what many a man has gone 

through. - 
And then, as for years, you may yet be call'd young. 
Your life, after this, may be happy and long. 
Don't flatter me, Tom, was the father's reply. 
With a jeft in his mouth and a tear in his eye 5 
Too well, by experience, my veflels, thou know'ft. 
No fboner are tapp'd, but they give up the ghoft. 



EPIGRAM. 



BY THE REV. FRANCIS BLACKBURNE 
LYCIDAS TO PRUDSNTIA. 

DESCEND, fair Stoic, from thy flights ; 

From nature learn to know. 
Our Paflions are the needful weights 

That make our Virtues go. 

* Late Archdeacon of Cleveland. 
VOL, I, I 
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P&UOKNTIA TO LYCIOAt. 

True, Ljcidas ; but think not (6 
Another truth to fhun : 

Our Paffions make our virtues go> 
But make our Vices run. 



ON MILO* THE WRESTLER. 
AN EPIGRAM FROM THE GR£EK. 
BY WEST. 

WHEN none adventur'd, in th' Olympic fand. 
The might of boift'rous Milo to wthftand, 

* Milo of Crotona, wiio gained fix Olympic, and the 
fame number of Pithian crowns. Many inilances are 
tranfmltted to us of his uncommon ftrength. The learned 
Tranflator of the epigram gives a curious one from Paufanius. 

This Milo, (he relates, in hi« admirable DiiTertation on 
the Olympic Games) to give a proof of his aftonifhing 
force, was wont to take a pomegranate, which, without 
fqueezing or breaking it, he held fo faft b'y the mere 
ilrength of his fingers, that nobody was able to take it 
from him — nobody but his miftrefs, fays i£lian." 
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Th* unrivaird chief advanced to feize the crowii. 
But, 'mid his triumph, flipp'd unwary down. 
The people Ihouted, and forbad bellow 
The wreath on him, who fell without a foe. 
But rifmg, in the midil he Hood, and cxy'd. 

Do not three faUs the vi6loiy decide ? 

Fortune indeed hath giv*n me one, but who 
" Will underteke to throw me th* other two ? " 



EPIGRAM ON DR. YOUNG'S NIGHT THOUGHTS, 
ON LIFE, DEATH, ANP IMMORTALITY. 

BY ISAAC HAWILINS BROWNE. 

HIS Life is llfelefs, and his Death fhall die. 
And mortal is his Immortality. 

ON A POEM, CALLED "SILENCE." 
BY THE SAME. 

ON Silence this ! What next you write 
Be Chaos / -—Ralph has handled Night*! 



• " Night," a Poem by Jamei Ralph, one of Pope's Dunces, 
12 
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rO MISS LUCY FORTESCUE WITH HAMMOND'S 
ELEGIES. 

BT LORD LYTTLBTON. 

ALL that of Love can be expreft 

In thefe foft numbers fee ; 
Bui, hucy, would you know the leO^ 

It mull be read in Me. 

EPIGRAM. 

BT THE SAME. 

NONE, without Hope, e'er lov*d the brightell foir; 
But Love can hope, where Reafon would defpair. 

CHISWICK. 

BY THE REV. MR. SEWARDf. 

THE potent Lord, who this bright villa plann'd, 
Exhibits here a Paradifc regained; 



* Whom Lord (then Mv.) Lyttlcton married in 1741. 
+ Late Canon-Refidentiary of Lilchficld. 
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Whate'er of verdure have hills, lawns, or woods, 
Whate er of fplendour, buildings, flow'rs, or floods, 
Whate er of fruits the trees, of birds the air. 
In blifsfiil union are colIe6led here: 
All with fuch harmony difpos'd, as (hews. 
That in the midft the Tree of Knowledge grows. 



ON LORD COBHAM'S GARDENS. 
BY DR. COTTON*. 



IT puzzles much the fages* brains. 
Where Eden flood of yore 5 

Some place it in Arabia's plains. 
Some fay it is no more. 

But Cobham can thefe tales confute. 
As all the curious know 3 

For he has prov'd, beyond difpute, 
That Paradife is Stow. 



♦ Author of The Fire-Side, 
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VERSES WRITTEN AT THE REQUEST OF A GEN- 
TLEMAN, TO WHOM A LADY HAD GIVEN A 
SPRIG OF MYRTLE 

BY DR. JOHNSONf. 

WHAT hopes, what terrors does this gift create ! 
Ambiguous emblem of uncertain fate ! 
The myrtle (enfign of fupreme command, 
C^onfign^d by Venus to Melifla*s hand) . 

• The verfes on the Sprig of Myrtle occadoncd a paper 
war in the Gentleman's Magazine, a year or two ago, be- 
tween Mifa Sew«rd and Mr. Bofwell. Mifs Seward con- 
tended that they were not written by Johnfon. Mr, Bof- 
well, in fupport of a contrary opinion, produced a letter 
from Mr. He£lor of Birmingham, and went a little out of 
hi» way to fnecr at his fair opponent's poetry. This con- 
left gave rife to the following tetraftic: 

What, Jamie ! Heftor and talk big ! 

Fic on th' unmanly quarrel! 
Here — take your mafter*s Myrtle-Sprrg, 

But fpare a lady's Laurel. 

+ In the catalogue of the works of which Dr. Johnfon 
had formed fchcmcs, is «« A Collcftion of Epigrams with 
Notes and Obfervations." 
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Not lefs capricious than a reigning fair^ 
Oft favours, oft rejefts a lover s prayV. 
In myrtle lhades defpairing ghofts compIaiDj, 
In myrtle (hades oft fings the happy fwain. 
The myrtle crowns the happy lovers* heads ; 
Th* unhappy lover*s graves the myrtle fpreads. 
Oh ! then, the meaning of thy gift impart. 
And eafe the throbbings of an anxious heart. 
Soon muft this Sprig, as thou fhalt fix his doom. 
Adorn Philander's head, or deck his tomb. 

IMITATION OF THE STYLE OF ♦ 
BY THE SAME. 

HERMIT hoar, in folemn cell. 
Wearing out life's evening gray j 

Strike tjiy bofom, fage, and tell 
What is blifs, and which the way. 

Thus I fpoke, and fpeaking figh'd. 
Scarce reprefs'd the ftarting tear. 

When the hoary fage reply'd, 

" Come, my lad, and drink fome beer.'* 
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TRANSLATION OF A FRENCH EPIGRAM UNDER 
A PRINT REPRESENTING PERSONS 
SKAITING. 

BY THE SAME. 

O'ER crackling ice, o*er gulphs profound. 
With nimble glide, the fkaiters play 5 

O'er treach'rous Pleafure*s flow*ry ground> 
Thus lightly fkim, and hafte away ! 

TRANSLATION OF M. BENSERADE'S LINES, . 
" A SON LIT," 

BY THE SAME. 

IN bed we laugh, in bed we ciy. 
And bom in bed, in bed we die : 
The near approach a bed may ftiow 
Of human blifs to human woe. 
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TO DR. LINDEN, 

~ ON HIS TXBATIIZ ON CHALYBEATZ WATIRS* 
BY THOMSON*. 

WITH healing wings, intent on doing good, 

angel viiited Bethefda's flood } 
Quick as the morning ray, or evening beam, 
Himfelf difRiiing through the vital ftream : 
The fick, who drink, the impotent, who lave. 
Dive from difeafes, and deceive the grave. 

Though miracles are ceas'd, yet all confefs. 
Your works and you arc— only fomething left. 
So much is to your worth and learning due, 
Bath is Bethefda > the good angel, You. 

* William Thomfon, formerly Fellow of Queen^i Col* 
lege, Oxford. 
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tttlt INtCAlBlD ON A MONUMBNT, CALLXO " THt 
TOMB or CABB," IN THB 6ABDBN OF THB LATB 
JOMN BICH*, BSQ. AT COWLBYf, IN MIDOLESBX; 
WHBR&ON TMBBB BBAUTIFUL BOYt ABB COVBB-^ 
INO A rUNBBAL UBN WITli ▲ VBIL OF FL^WIBI. 



BT PAUL WH|TWBA1>. 

WHY, bufy boys, wlgr Urn tfVtJiriaw 
The flow'iy veil around tiiis dmnt l 
As if, for halcyon days like ihde> 
The iigbt too iblemn wese to pleafe r 
Miflakea boys ! what iight*8 ib ^Eur 
To mortals, as the Tomb of Care f* 
Here let the gloomy tyrant lie i 
His urn an altar (hall fupply, * 
Sacred to cafe and focial mirth ; 
For Care's dcceafe is Pleafure's birth. 



♦ Of Covcnt-Gardcn Theatre. 

f The prcfcnt poffeffor o£ Cowlcy-Grovc is Mra. Evans. 



C 95 3 



EPIGRAMS FROM MARTIAL. , 

BY DR. JOHN HOADLET*. 
BOOK 1. £P. XIV +. 

WHEN Arria from her wounded fide 

To Paetus gave the reeking fteel, 
I feel not what I've done, (he cried 

What Paetus is to do — I feel. 

BOOK 3. £P. XLIII. 

BEFORE a fwan, behind a crow, 

Such powdering did I never know. 

Ah! ceafe your arts: — Death knows your're gray. 

And, fpite of all, will keep his day. 

* Youngcft fon of Dr. Benjamin Hoadlcy, Bi(hop of 
Wincheftcr. I refer thofe who wi(h to fee ai particular ac- 
count of this ingenious Divine to Nichols's Sele6l Col- 
leftion of Poems, with Notes," a mifccllany that has fur- 
ntlhed me with much plcafant information. 

-f Innumerable are our veriions of this famous epigram. 
Dr. John Hoadley's is the happieft I have feen. The 
EngliOi reader will HhA the fad ftory of Pctui aod Arria 
in the 7 2d number of the Tatler. 
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BOOK 4. EF. LXXVIII. 

WITH lace bedizened comes the man, 
And I muft dine with Lady Anne, 
A filver fervice loads the board. 
Of eatables a flendcr hoard. 

Your pride, and not your vi6luals, fpare, 
" I came to dine, and not to Jiare.'' 

BOOK 7. £P. LXXV. 

WHEN Dukes in town a(k thee to dine, 

To rule their roaft, and fmack their wine ; 

Or take thee to their country feat. 

To make their dogs, and blefs their meat ; 

*, dream not on preferment foon, 

Thou'rt not their Friend, but their BuiFoon. 

BOOK 8. EF. XXXV. 

ALIKE in temper and in life, 
A drunken hulband, fottifh wife 
She a fcold> a bulley he, — 
The devil's in't, they don't agree *. 

* This thought is humouroudy expanded by Ben 
Jonfon — p. 4. 
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BOOK 12. EP. XXIII. 

YOUR teeth from Hemet, and your hair from 
Bolney, 

Was not an eye too to be had for money ? 

BOOK 12. £P. XXX. 

NED is a fober fellow, they pretend — 

Such would I have my^ Coachman, not my Friend. 

BOOK 12. EP. cm. 

YOU fell your wife's rich jewels, lace, and cloaths, 
The price once paid, away the purchafe goes : 
But fhe a better bargain proves, I'm told 5 
Still fold returns, and ftill is to be fold. 



VOL. I. 



K 
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EPIGRAM. 

BY THE REV. JOSIAH RELFH *. 

LOLLIUS, with head bent back, and clofe (hut eyes, 
All fervice time devoutly fnoring lies : 
Its great diflike, in fics ! the pariih fpeaks. 
And wonders Ldllius thus the Sabbath breaks. 
But I think Lollius keeps the Sabbath beft 5 
For why ? — He makes it ftill a day of reft, 

♦ Where this co.mpilation is indebted to a poet not 
generally known, I have thought it not improper to give a 
Ihort biographical note. — Jofiah Relph was born, Dec. 
1712, at Sebergbam, in Cumberland, and,- after finifhing 
his education at Glafgow, taught the grammar-fchool at 
his native town. He afterwards fucceeded to the curacy, 
which he kept till his death, Jan. 26, 1743* In the pre- 
face to a poilhumous volume of his poems, now before me, 
he is faid to have been a man of fingular humility and 
benevolence. 
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TO ZOILUS. 

FROM BUCHANAN. 
BY THE SAME. 

WITH Induftry I fpread your praife, 
With equal you my cenfure blaze : 
But^ Zoilus^ all in vain we do ; 
The world nor credits rac, nor you. 

FROM THE DELEC. EPIGRAMM. 
BY THE SAME. 

THUS fpoke old hum'rous Bowfy from his bed. 
When a late viiit fome rude villains made 
What feck ye here, my friends, at midnight, pray ? 
The devil a thing can I fee at mid-day. 

ACERRA. 
FROM MARTIAL. 
BY THE SAME. 

OF yefterday's debauch he fmells, you fay : 
*Tis falfe — Acerra ply'd it till to-day. 

K 2 
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OCCASIONED BY THE DEATH OF A YOUNG GIRt. 
BY THE SAME. 

CENSURE no more the hand of Death, 
That (lopt fo early Stella^s breath ; 
Nor let an eafy error be 
Charg*d with th^^ame of cmeltj. 
He heard her fenfe, her virtues told. 
And took her (well he might) for old *. 

EPIGRAM. 

BT THB SAMEi 

THOSE epigrams you moft commend 
That with a turn leaft thought of end ; 
Then fure a tip-top one you'll call 
This, which concludes with — none at alK 

♦ This pretty conceit reminds us of Martial's cpitapK 
on a young and renowned Wreftlcr, in which LacheJiSi 
enumerating his triumphs, is made to take him for an old 
man. 

Dum.numcrat Palmas, credidit elTe Scnem, 



[ 101 ] 

EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

NO -—Varus hates a thing that's bafe 5 
I own, indeed, he*s got a knack 

Gf flatt'ring people to their face 5 

But fcorns to do't behind their back. 

THE WORM-DOCTOR*. 

BY THE SAME. 

VAGUS, advanced on high, proclaims his ikill, 

By cakes of wondrous force, the Worms to kill. 

A fcomful ear the wifer fort impart. 

And laugh at Vagus s pretended art : 

But well can Vagus what he boafb perform. 

For Man (as Job has told us) is a Worm. 

* Rapin declared it enough for any one man to have 
eompofed one good epigram. Retph, then, after he had 
written " The Worm - Doftor,*^ might have laid afidc 
hia epigrammatic pen. 

^3 
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STANZAS TO THE MEMORY OF AN AGREEABLE 
LADY, BURIED IN MARRIAGE TO A PERSON 
UNDESERVING HER. 

BY 8HENST0NB. 

TWAS always held, and ever will, 

By fage mankind, difcreeter 
T' anticipate a leflcr ill. 

Than undergo a greater. 

When mortals dread difeafcs, pain>. 

And languilhing conditions. 
Who don't the lefTer ills fuftain 

Of phyfic, and phyiicians ? 

Bather than lofe his whole eflate,. 

He, that but little wife is. 
Full gladly pays four parts in eight 

To taxes and excifes« 
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With numerous ills in (ingle life 
The bachelor's attended : 

Such to avoid, he takes a wife — 
And much the cafe is mended. 

Poor Gratia, in her twentieth year, 

Foreledng future woe, 
Chofe to attend a monkey here. 

Before air ape below. 



ON CERTAIN PASTORALS. 

BY THE SAME. 

SO rude and tunelefs are thy lays> 

The weaiy a\]dience yow, 
Tis not th* Arcadian fwain that (ings,. 

But *tis his herds that low. 



THE EXTENT OF (XXXLEMY. 



MY TBK SAXS. 



Aliofque et idm. 

WHEN Tom to Cambridge firft was fau^ 

A plain brown Bob be wore. 
Head much, and look'd as tbo' be meant 

To \)c a fop no more. 

Sec him to Lincoln 8-lnn repair, 

HIh rcr()lution flag; 
He c'hrrillics a length of hair. 

And tucks it in a bag. 

Nor Coke, nor Salkield, he regards^ . 

Dut j^c\n into the houfe. 
And Toon a judge*s rank rewards 

i \\n pliant votes and bows. 

Adieu, ye Bobs ! ye Bags give place ! 

r\dl-H(;ttoni8 come inftead ! 
Good Lordl to Ice the various ways 

Of drclTing a Calve's Head I 
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TO A VOLUMINOUS POET OF KIDDERMINSTER*. 

BY THE SAMB. 

THY verfea, friend^ are Kidderminfier Jtuf, 
And all muft grant you*re meafurd out enough* 

TO A LADY WITH A BASKET OF FRUIT* 

BY JAOO. 

ONCE of forbidden fruit the mortal tafle 
Chang'd beauteous Eden to a dreaiy wafte. 
Here you may freely eat, fecure the while 
From latent poifon, or infidious guile. 
Yet O could I but happily infiife 
Some fecret charm into the fav'ry juice. 
Of power to tempt your gentle breall to fliare 
With me the peaceful cot, and rural fare: 
A difF'rent fate Ihould crown the bleft device. 
And change my defert to a Paradife ! 

* A town in Worccftcrfliirc, famou* for coarfe woollen 
manufacture. 
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VERSES WRITTEN IN A BOOK, CALLED " FABLES 
FOR THE FEMALE SEX, BY EDWARD MOORE." 

BY CABRtCK. 

WHILE here the Poet paints the channSr 

That bleft the peife^ dme. 
How unaffe£led beautj warms. 

And wit preferves the flame ; 

How prudence, virtue, ienie agxce* 

To form the happy wife ; 
In Lucy, and her book, I fee 

The Piaure and the Lift.. 
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TO THE AUTBOlt OF THE " FAAMER's LITTERS," 
WHICH WERE WRITTEN IN IRELAND, IN THE YEAR 
or THE REBELLION* BY UENRYB ROORE, ESQUIRE, 
1745- 

BY THE SAME. 

OH thou, whofe artlefs, free-born genius charms, 
Whofe ruftic zeal each patriot bofom warms 5 
Purfue the glorious talk, the pleafing toil, 
Forfakc the fields, and till a nobler foili 
Extend the Farmer's care to human kind. 
Manure the heart, and cultivate the mind 5 
There plant Religion, Rcafon, Freedom, Truth, 
And fozo the feeds of Virtue in our youth : 
Let no rank weeds corrupt, or brambles choak. 
And lhake the vermin from the Briti(h oak ; 
From northern blajis prote6l the vernal bloom, 
And guard our paftures from the Wolves 'of Rome, 
On Britain's liberty ingraft thy name. 
And reap the harveji of immortal fame ! 



DEATH AND THE DOCTOR. 

«CCASION£D BY A rilYSICIAN's LAMPOONIKC A 
miSND OF THE AUTHOft. 

BY THE SAMB. 

AS Doftor * * muling fat. 
Death faw, and came without delay : 

Enters the rqom, begins the chat. 
With " Do£lor, why fo thoughtful, pray ?'* 

The Do6lor ftarted from his place, 
But foon they more familiar grew : 

And then he told his piteous cafe, 
How trade was low, and friends were few. 

" Away with fear!" the phantom faid. 
As foon as he had heard his tale : 

Take my advice, and mend your trade. 
We both are lofers, if you fail. 

" Go write — you wit in fatire Ihew 5 
" No matter whether fmart, or true 
" Call * * names, the greateft foe 
To duUnefs, folly> pride, and you. 
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*' Then copies fpread — there lies the trick—' 
^ Among your friends be fure you fend 'cm ; 
For all who read will foon grow fick. 
And, when your're call*d upon, attend 'em. 

" Thus trade increafing by degrees, 
Do6lor, we both fhall have our ends \ 
For you are fure to have your fees. 
And I am fure to have your friends." 

ON A CERTAIN LORD'S GIVING SOME THOU- 
SAND POUNDS FOR A HOUSE. 

BY THE SAME. 

SO many thoufands for a houfe. 
For you, of all. the world. Lord Moufe ! 
A little houfe would beft accord 
. With you, my very little Lord ! 

And then exa6lly match'd would be 
- Your Houfe and Hofpitality. 
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UPON A YOUNG GENTLEMAN ftCFJ7SING TO WALK 
WITH THE AUTHOR IN THE PAEK, BECAUSE HI 
WAS MOT DRESSED WELL. 

BY THE SAME. 

Friend Col and I, both full of whim. 

To (hun each other oft agree 
For I'm not beau enough for him, 

And he*s too much a beau for me. 
Then let us from each other fly. 

And arm in arm no more appear ; 
That I may ne*er offend your Eye, 

That you may ne*er offend my Ear. 

TO MR. HART, 

UPON HIS ACADEMY FOR GROWN GENTLEMEN. 
BY THE SAME. 

MARSEILLES * no more fhall boaft his art 
Which form'd the youth of trance. 

While you infb^6l, ingenious Hart, 
Grown gentlemen to dance. 

* A fafliionable French Dancing-mailer. 
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He only bent the pliant twig 5 

You ftrike a bolder ftroke. 
You foften tocks, make mountains jig. 

And bend the knotted oak. 

UPON SESINO MR. TAYLOR'S PICTURES OF BATH, AND 
BBARINO A CONNOISSEUR DECLARE THAT THEY 
WB&S FINELY PAINTED FOA A OENTLBMAN." 

BT THE SAME. 

TELL mc the meaning, you who can. 
Of finely for a gentleman 1" 
Is genius, rareft gift of heaven. 
To the hir'd artift only given ? 
Or, like the Catholic falvation, 
PaFd in for any clafs or ftation ? 
Is it bound 'prentice to the trade. 
Which works^ and, as tt works, is paid < 
Is there no fkill to build, invent, 
Unlefs infpir'd by Jive per cent. ? 
And fhalt thou, Taylor, paint in vain, 
Unlefs impeird by hopes of gain ? 
Be wife, my friend, and take thy fee. 
That Claude Loraine may yield to thee. 
L 2 
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QUIS'S SOLILOQUY ON SEEING DUKE HUMPHRY 
AT SAINT ALBAN'S. 1765. 

BY TUB lAMS. 

A PLAGUE on Egypt's arts ! I fay 5 
Embalm the dead 1 on ienfeleis clay 

Rich wines and fpices wafte ! 
Like flurgeon> or like brawn, ihall I 
Bound in a precious pickle lie. 

Which I can never lafte ? 

Let me embalm this flefli of mine 
A\'kh turtle-fat, and.Bourdeaux wine. 

And fpoil th* Egyptian trade I 
Than Humphry's Duke more happy I — 
Embalmed alive, old Quin ihall die 

A mummy ready made. 
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UPON A L/OJY'S EMBROIDERY. 
BY THE SAME. 

ARACHNE once, as poets tell, 
A Goddefs at her art defied ; 

But foon the daring mortal fell. 
The haplefs victim of her pride, 

O then beware Arachne's fate ! 

Be prudent, Cloe, and fubmit 3 
For you'll more furely feel her hate. 

Who rival both her Art and Wit. 

FROM THE SPANISH. 

BY THE SAME, 

FOR me my fair a wreath has wove. 
Where rival flowers in union meet ; 

As oft fhe kifs'd the gift of love. 

Her breath gave fweetnefs to the fweet. 
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A bee within a damafk rofe 

Had crept, the ne6bir'd dew to iip 5 

But lefler fweets the thief foregoes, 
And fixes on Louifa*s lip. 

There tailing all the bloom of fpring, 
Wak'd by the ripening breath of May, 

Th' ungrateful fpoiler left his fting. 
And with the honey flew away. 

VERSES WRITTEN IN SYLVIA'S PRIOR. 

BY THE SAME. 

UNTOUCHED by love, unmoVd by wit, 

I found no charms in Matthew's lyre. 
But, unconcerned, read all he writ. 

Though Love and Phoebus did infpire : 
Till Sylvia took her favourite's part, 

Refolv'd to prove my judgement wrong 5— 
Her proofs prevailed, they reached my hearty 

And foon I felt the poet*s fong. 



INSCRIBED ON A MONUMENT TO THE MEMORY 
OF A LADY'S FAVOURITE BULLFINCH. 

BY THE SAME. 

THE Goddcfles of Wit and Love 
Have patroniz'd the Owl and Dove 5 
From whole prote^lion, both lay claim 
To immortality and fame : 
Could Wit alone> or Beauty, give 
To birds the fame prerogative 5 
My double claim had fate defied. 
And Lucy's * favourite ne'ier had died* 

* Counters of Rochford. 



LINII LIFT OU THI OUCHIIS OF OETONSHI&e's 
■ lllARf AIT-TABLI, IN CONSIQUENCB OF CALLING 
ON Hill ORACB AT NOON, AND FINDING SHE BAB 
NOT LIFT UEB CHAMBEB. 

BY THE SAME. 

«« Pill one o'clock, and a cloudy monung.*' 

WHAT makes thy looks fo fair and bright, 

Dirinc Aurora, fay ? 
** Becaufe from flumbers (hort and light 

" I rife to wake the day ! " 
O hide for (hame thy blufliing face ! 

*Tis all poetic fi6Uon I 
To tales like thefe Ice Devon's Grace 

A blooming contradi6tion. 

THE OLD WATCHMAN OF PICCADILLT. 



• 
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TO DR. HILL, UPON HIS PETITION OF THE 
LETTER /, TO MR. GARRICK. . 

BY THB 8AMB. 

IF *ti8 true, as you {zy, that IVe injured a letter, 
I'll change vfiy note foon, and^ I hope^ for the better : 
Ma^r the right ufe of letters, as well as of men, 
Hereafter be fix*d by the tongue and the pen ; 
Mofl devoutly I wifh they may both have their due. 
And that / may be never miftaken for U, 

WRITTEN SOON AFTER DR. HILL'S FARCE, 
CALLED " THE ROUT," WAS ACTED. 

BY THB 8AMB. 

FOR Phyfjc and Farces 
His equal there fcarce is i 
His Farces are Phyfic, 
His Phyfic a Farce is I 
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EXTEMPORE, ON READING A CERTAIN IMPEI^ 
TINENT ADDRESS IN THE NEWSPAPERS. 

BY OA&RICK, THOMSOW, &C. 

THOU effence of dock, of valerian^ and fage. 
At once the difgrace and the peft of this 
The word that we wifh thee, for all thy bad cninci. 
Is to take thy own Phy^^ and read thy own Rbymei . 

AN8WBB TO THE JUMTO. 

THEIR wifh muft be in form revers'd. 

To fuit the Doftof's crimes j 
For if he takes hi8..Phyfic firft. 

He'll never read his Rhjrmes *. 

• At fallic. like thcfe Dr. Hill himfelf might have 
fmilcd. Wit lef« inoffcnfive Oiould not have had a place 
in nny volumes. 
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EPIGRAMS. 

BY THB LATE EARL NUGENT. 



IPICXAM I. 




I LOTD thee beautiful and kind. 

And plighted an eternal vow ; 
So altered are thy face and mind, 

*Twcre perjury to love thee now. 

EPIGRAM II. 

SINCE firft you knew my am'rous fmart. 

Each day augments your proud difdain } 
*Twas then enough to break my heart. 

And, now, thank heav'n! to break my chain. 
Ceafe, thou fcomer, ceafe to fhun me ! 

Now let love and hatred ceafe ! 
Half that rigour had undone me. 

All that rigotir gives me peace. 
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IPIC&AK III. 

MY heart ftill hovering round about you, 
I thought I could not live vrithout you ; 
Now we have liv*d three months afunder. 
How I liv*d with you is the wonder. 

SPICRAM IV. 

UPON THE BUSTS OP ENGLISH WORTHIES AT STOW. 

AMONG thefe chiefs of Britiih race. 

Who live in breathing (lone^ 
Why has not Cobham*s .buft a place ? 

The ftru£lure was his own. 



THO* cheerful, difcreet, and, with freedom, well bred, 
She never repented an idle woi^ faid : 
Securely (he fmiles on the forwaixl and bold. 
They feel what they owe her, and feci it untold. 



BPICRAM VI. 

LIE on ! while my revenge (hall be 
To fpeak the vexy truth of thee. 

EPIGRAM VII. 

I SWORE 1 lov*d, and you believed. 
Yet, truft me, we were both deceived. 

Though all I fwore was true^^ 
I lov'd one genVous, good, and kind, 
A form created in my mind. 

And thought that .form was you. 

EPIGRAM VIIl. 
ON MRS. PENELOPE. 

THE gentle Pen, with look demure, 
Awhile was thought a virgin pure j 
But Pen, as ancient poets fay. 
Undid by night the works of day. 
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tPIC&AM IX. 

ON oNi: WHO Fiasr abused, akd thbh made 

LOVE TO A LADY. 

FOUL ♦ * with gracelcls vciic, ~ 

'ITic noble * * dar'd afpcrfc. 

JUit when he faw her well befpatter^d, 

llcr reputation (lain'd and tatter d, 

lie givid and lo\'d the hideous elf. 

She looked lb very like himfelf. 

True fling the banl well known to fame;, 

Selt-love and fecial are the fame. 

4 

ftPICRAM X. 

WHILST Lucy, chafte as mountain fnows. 

Gives ev'ry idle fop a hearing ; 
In Lucy's brcall a paffion glows. 

Which ftronger is for not appearing. 
Say, who has chofe the better part, 

Mary, to whom no joy is miffing 
Or (he, who, dupe to her own heart, 

Pays the full price of Mary's kiffing ? 
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BPICRAM XI. 

SHE, who in fecret yields her heart, 
Agairi may claim it from her lover 5 

But ihe, who plays the triflcr'8 part, 
Can ne'er her fquander'd fame recover. 

Then grant the boon for which I pray ! 

Tis better lend than throw away. 

WE thought you without titles gitat. 
And wealthy with a fmall eftate ; 
While, by your humble felf alone. 
You feem'd unrated, and unknown. 
But now on Fortvuie's Iwelling tide 
High-bom, in all the pomp of pride. 
Of grandeur vain, and fond of pelf, 
'Tis plain, my Lord, you knew yourfelf. 



M 2 
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TO THE AUTHOR OF AN EPITAPH ON DR. MEAD. 
BY HACKBTT*. 

M£AD*s not dead, then, you lay 5 only deeping a 
liUle : 

Why, egad ! Sir, youVe hit it off there to a tittle. 

Yet, friend, his awaking I very much doubt, 

Pluto knows who he's got, and will ne*er let him out. 

EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

WHEN Jack was poor, the lad was frank and freej 
Of late he's grown brim full of pride and pelf : 

You wonder that he don't remember me j 
Why fo ? You fee he has forgot himfdf, 

* John Hackett, Editor of a volume of Epigrams- ifl 
1757. He was, I believe, of Baliol College. 
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EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

YOU'D fain have a fiibje^ oe'er touch*d on before; 
Why I recolledl oncy (imply one, and no more : 
Twill require a moft maflerly hand too, friend Derrick, 
-^^uppofc now you wrote us' — your own panegyrick. 



THE NEW STYLE. 

BY THE SAME. 

THAT ruin, quoth Roger, as I ha*e been told. 
Is near, if not quite. Sir, three hundred years old ; 
And I heard my Lord, t'other day, fay to John Pratt, 
He'd foon build one two hundred years older than that. 



EPIGRAM. 

BT THE SAME. 

FRANK, who will any friend fupplj, 
Lcnf mc ten guineas. — " Frank," (aid I, 
" Haft any paper ? — Tb but fair 
" You take my note." — Quoth he, " Hold there 5, 
" Jack ! to the caih IVe bid adieu. 
No need to wafte my paper too*" 



EPIGRAM. 

BY THB SAMB. 

A COCK, within a ftable pent, 

Wa« ftrutting o*er fome heaps of dung. 
And aye, as mund and round he went. 

The mettled courfers ftampt and flung^ 
Bravo ! quoth he — A decent noife ! 

We make a tolerable pother ! • 
But let's take care, my merry boys,. 

We tread not upon one aQother- 
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TO DR, REDMAN •» 

WHO SINT THE AUTHOR A HARS, AND rROMllID TO 
»UP WITH HIM* 

BT THB RIV. D£. COWPER f . 

QUI leporem mittis contii^ cun^ lepore ; 

Condiat O leporem, te vcniente, Icpos ! 
Digna etenim^ Redmanne^ Jove eft lepidifQma casaz, 

Quae fic tola tua eft> et lepus atque lepos. 

IMITATED BY THB REV. FRANCIS FAWKBS |. 

A HARE you in feafon prefentcd to us. 
And with fine attic fait you will feafon your pufs j 
*Tis a jovial treat — worthy Jove, I declare. 
For the fauce and the fupper will (uit to a hair. 

* The Dr. Redman here mentioned was a Phyiician at 
Bcrkhamftcd St. Peter, in HertfordOiirc. 

+ Dr. Cowpcr (cldcft fon of Judge Cowpcr) was Redor 
of Berkhamfted, and afterwards Dean of Durham. 

t The Tranflator of the Greek Poets. 



TO MISS AURELIA C R, 

ON HIA WIIPINO AT HIB. IXSTl&'l WIODINO*. 

BY OOLtm. 

CEASE, ' hit Aurelia, ceafe to jooum i 
Lament not Hannah's happy (late j 

You may be happy in yoiy: tum> 

And fcizc the treafure you regret. / 

With Love united Hjrmcn (lands. 

And foftly .whirrs to your ch»nn$j 
" Meet but your lover in my bands, 
Youll find your fifter ia his arms/* 



♦ Thi» was Collins*s firft produ^ion. Sec Dr. John- 
fon'» Preface to his Poems. 
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EPIGRAM, 

TO A GENTLEMAN WHO ASKED MY SENTIMENTS OF HIM. 
BY BLACKLOCK. 

DEAR Fabius, me if well you know. 

You ne'er will take me for your foe 

If right yourfelf you comprehend, ■ - 

You ne'er will take me for your friend. 

ON MARRIAGE. 

BY THE SAME. 

WHOEVER feals the marriage vow, 
'Tis well agreed, makes one of two : 
But who can tell, fave God alone. 
What numbers may make tzoo of one ? 
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APOLLO AND DAPHNE. 

BY SMART. 

WHEN Phoebus was amVous, and long*d to be rude, 
Mifs Daphne cry'd, pifh ! and ran fwift to the wood, 
And rather than do fuch a naughty affair. 
She became a fine laurel to deck the Grod's hair. 
The nymph was, no doubt, of a cold conflitution. 
For fure to turn tree was an odd refolution ; 
Yet in this (he behav'd like a true modem fpoufe. 
For flie fled from his arms to diil^'nguifh his brows. 



EPIGRAM. 

BY THE SAME. 

A LADY fcnt lately for one Do6lor Drug, 
To come in an inftant and clyfter poor Pug. 
As the fair one commanded, he came at the word, 
And did the grand office in tye-wig and fword. 

The affair being ended, fo fweet and fo juce I 
He held out his hand, with — You know, Ma*am, 
" my price." 
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Your price !" fays the Lady — " Why, Sir, he*s your 
" brother. 

And Do<ftors muft never take fees of each other." 
THE MISER AND THE MOUSE. 

BY THE SAME. 

TO a Moufe fays a Mifer, My dear Mr. Moufe, 
" Pray what may you pleafe for to want in my 
« houfe ? 

Says the Moufe, " Mr. Mifer, pray keep yourfelf 
quiet 5 

^' You are fafe in your perfon, your purfe, and your 
" diet : 

A lodging I want, which e'en you may afford ; 
" But none would come here to beg, borrow, or 
board." 



VOL, I. 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON A COLUMN IKICTBD IN A FIBCl OF LANS THAT 
MAD BKKN OFTIN BOUGHT AND SOLO. 

IMITATED FROM LUCIAN. 

BT THE SAME. 

I, \VHOM thou feed begirt with tow'ring oaks, 
AVas once the proj)crt)r of John o* Nokes ; 
On him profperity no longer fmiles. 
And now I feed the flocks of John o* Stiles. 
My former maftcr called me by his name ; 
My prcfcnt owner fondly docs the fame. 
While I, alike unworthy of their cares. 
Quirk pafs to crvptors, purchafers, or heirs. 
Let no one henceforth take me for their own. 
For, Fortune ! Fortune ! I am thine alone. 

AN EPIGRAM FROM MARTIAL. 
BY THE SAME. 

WHEN Brutus' fall wing'd Fame to Portia brought, 
Tho(c arms, her friends conceal'd, her paffion fought. 
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She foon perceives their poor officious wiles. 
Approves their zeal, but at their folly fmiles : 
" What Cato taught Heav*n fure cannot deny, 
" Bereav'd of all, we ftill have pow*r to die.'* 
Then down her throat the burning coals conveyed : 
" Go noW| ye (ooU, and hide your fwords 1 " ihe faid. 



INSCRIBED ON A BEAUTIFUL GROTTO NEAR 
THE WATER. 

BY THE REV. THOMAS WARTON. 

THE Graces fought, in yonder flreaxn. 

To cool the fervid day. 
When Love*8 malicious godhead came, 

And Hole their robes away. 

Proud of the theft, the little God 

Their robes bade Delia wear : 
While they, afham'd to ftir abroad. 

Remain all naked here. 
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AN EPIGRAM ON AX EPIGJLAM. 
BY THB SAlfC 

ONL <layi in Chrift-chtirGh meadowi va2kiag» 
Of Poetry^ and Aich things, taDdogi 

Says Ralph, a meny wag ! 
An Ki'KiiiAM, if fmart and good, 
hi ull itti rircumftances (hoald 

He like a Jelly Bag. 

Your liinilc, I own^ is new; 

Hut liow dod make it out ? quoth Hug^. 

Uu«)th Ralph, I'll tell thee, friend ! 
MrtKf it at tt)p both wide, and fit 
Ti) lu)lil a budget-full of wit. 

And point it at the end. 
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EPIGRAM IMITATED FROM MARTIAL*. 

BY THE SAME. 

A LANDLORD of Bath put upon me a queer hum; 
I afk'd him for punch, and the dog gave me mere - 
rum, 

EPIGRAM. 

BY CUNNINGHAM. 

A MEMBER of the modem great 
Pafs*d Sawney with his budget : 

The peer was in his car of ftatc. 
The tinker forc'd to trudge it. 

But Sawney fhall receive the praife, 
His Lordfhip would parade for ; 

One's debtor for his dapple grays. 
And t'other's fhoes are paid for. 

♦ The original fliould always accompany thii tranflation— 

Callidus impofuit nuper xnihi Caupo Ravennae : 
Cum petCTem mixtunii vendidit ille merum* 

N3 
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ANOTHER. 
BT THE SAME. 

TO Wafte-all, whole eyes were juft clofing in death> 

Doll counted the chalks on the door : 
" In peace," cried the wretch, let me give up my 
" breath, 

And Fate will foon rub out my fcore." 

" Come, bailiffs !" cries Doll — (how I'll hamper 
" this cheat \) 
Let the law be no longer delay*d \ 
I never once heard of that fellow, call'd FaU, 
" And this fcoundrcl iha'n't die till I*m paid." 

ON MR. CHURCHILL'S DEATH. 

BY THE SAME, 

SAYS Tom to Richard, " ChurchilUs dead ! 

Says Richard, " Tom, you lie : 
" CMd Rancour the report hath fpread> 
But Genius cannot die." 
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THE GIFT : 

TO IRIS, IN BOW STRUT, COV£NT GARDEN. 
BY GOLDSMITH. 

S A. Y, cruel Iris, pretty rake. 

Dear mercenary beauty. 
What annual off 'ring (hall I make 

Expreilive of my duty ? 

My heart, a vi6lim to thine eyes. 

Should I at once deliver. 
Say, would the angry fair one prize 

The gift, who flights the giver ? 

A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy. 
My rivals give — and let 'em : 

If gems or gold impart a joy, 
I'll give them — when I get 'em. 

I'll give — but not the full-blown rofc. 

Or rofe-bud more in fafhion : 
Such Ihort-liv'd off' rings but difclofe 

A tranlitoiy paffion > 
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I'll give thee foroething jret unpaid. 

No le(fl fmcere than chril : 
ril give thee — ah ! too cbanning maid ! 

I'll give thee — to the Devil/ 

THE CLOWN'S REPLY. 

BY TH£ 8AMB. 

JOHN TROTT was defir'd by two witty Peers 
To tell them the rcafon why aflcs had cars. 
" An't plcafc you/* quoth John, " Ym not given to 
*• letters, 

" Nor dare I pretend to know more than my betters : 
" Howe'cr, from this time, I (hall ne'er fee your 
" Graces, 

" As I hope to be fav'd ! without thinking on afes:* 
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ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH STRUCK BLIND BY 
LIGHTNING. 

IMITATED FROM THE SPANISH. 
BY THB SAMB» 

SURE 'twas by Providence defign'd,. 

Rather in pity than in hate, 
That he fhould be, like Cupid, blind. 

To fave him from Narcifllis' fate. 

EPIGRAMS. 

BY THB REV. SAMUEL BISHOP *, 
LATE HEAD-MASTER. OF MERCHANT-TAYLORS* SCHOOL* 

HOC AGB. 

^' DO this," cries one Side o£ St. Stephens great Hall : 
" Do juft the reverfe,'' the Minority bawl : 

♦ Mr. Bilhop*s Poetical Works were publiflied, laft fum- 
mer, with Memoirs of his Life, by the Rev. Thomas 
Clare, a gentleman long and intimately connected with 
him. 

Iti 



« III litf ry« a broad bandage, tobSad he,^^ 
hut, mdhirikf, with all proper to tic Iw. 

hhr tiilKM ju'lgc fo much the better, thcbrfier ihcfii^. 
'ri« h«r humU, if you pleali; and I oie not ho* 

fihr. niHy IcKik wbei« Oic jaa doot let her 

(m Uiiilliiir tna ppigrimmatic effuGoiu the Ute valuable 
•M*U«» «r Mon lunt Ttyloii' eminently excelled. Hi» 

<Ihm»hIh» me diitjinul; hit diftion U unaffcftcd ; and bi« 
<»MimIi»m, It Ihny, now ind then, offend the nice ear of 
» nnuhu, rtifl, Bnu Mlly, ftnooth. lie may juftly be called 
Mrtinrtl lit (Mil country, and let it be faid to bi» credit, 
wuli iU« wii of ihc Roman, he is free from bis 
• Millriiuli, 

liiirR I luve frle6lcd will, probably, induce my 
t'^dar to (cnk further iinufcmcnt from Mr. Bi(hop. 
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MUTATIS MUTANDIS. 

OF great connexions with great men, 
Ned keeps up a perpetual pother 5 
" My Lord knows what, knows who, knows when 5 
My Lord fays this, thinks that, does t other:" 

My Lord had formerly his Fool, 

We know it, for *tis on record ; 
But now, by Ned's inverted rule. 

The Fool, it feems, muft have his Lord ! 

MUTATIS MUTANDIS. 

SPINSTER and Minifter, Knight and Dame, 

Monfieur and Mademoifelle, 
D'Eon, in male and female fame. 

By turns has born the bell. 

Adroit to aft on cither plan ; 

Smile nymph, or hero vapour 5 
And pafs with cafe from fword to fan. 

From piftol to thread-paper \ 
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Genius ineauwhilc, alert> tho* ftrange, 
Prefen'cs its equal claim : — 

*Tis mere dexterity of change 
Proves D*£on fitl the fame. 



MUTATIS MUTANDIS. 

THO' (jeorge, with refpc6l to the wrong and the 
right, 

Is of twenty opinions, 'twixt morning and night i 
If you call him a turn-coat, you injure the manj 
He's the pink of confiftcncy, on his own plan. 
While to (lick to the ftrongeft is always his trim j 
'Tis not he changes fide, 'tis the fide changes him ! 

MUTATIS MUTANDIS. 

IN the di6lionaiy of words, as our Johnion affirms, 
Purfe and Budget are nearly fynonymous terms j 
But perhaps upon earth there's no contrail fo great, 
As Budget and Purfe, in the di^lionaiy of Hate: — 
The Minifter's language all language reveries 
For filling his Budget is cniptying our Purfcs. 
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GUOD PETIS, HIC EST. 

NO plate had John and Joan to hoards 
Plain folk, in humble plight 3 

One only tankard crowri'd their board. 
And that was filPd each night ; 

Along whofe inner bottom fketch'd. 

In pride of chubby grace. 
Some rude engraver s hand had etch'd 

A baby Angelas face. 

John fvvallow'd firft a moderate (up 
But Joan was not like John ; 

For when her lips once touch*d tbe cup. 
She fwill'd, till all was gone, 

John often urg'd her to drink fair. 
But fhe ne'er chang d a jot : 

She lov'd to fee the Angel there. 
And therefore drain'd the pot. 

VOL. I. o 
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When John found all remonfirance vain. 

Another card he plaj'd 
And where fhe Angbl flood fo plain. 

He got a Devi l pourtraj^d. 

Joan faw the homs^ Joan iaw the tail. 

Yet Joan as iloutly quaflTd ; 
And ever, when ihe ieiz*d her ale. 

She cleared it at a draught. 

John (lar*d, with wonder petrify'd ; 

His hair flood on his pate ; 
And " why doft guzzle now," lie ciy'd, 

*' At this enormous rate ? " 

" Oh ! John," fhe faid, am I to blame 

" J can't in confcience flop 5 
" For fure 'twould be a burning lhame 

" To leave the Devil a drop 
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FATI VALBT HORA BENIGNI. 

WHEN Tom call'd in, one day, on Ned, 
His wife was plaflering deary*8 head. 

Who figh*d, but dar'd not ftakc^it ! — 
Tis well Tom's pace is fomcthing flower j 
For had he come an hour before. 

He'd feen the vixen break it ! 

FATI VALET HORA BEKIONI. 

WHILE Joe moves all too quick, or all too flow. 
No hour of joy can be the hour of Joe : 
But Nic (fly rogue !) is ne'er too flow nor quick ; 
The nick of time is ftill the time of Nic ! 

BREVIS ESSE LABORO. 

CELIA her fex's foible fliuns ; 
Her tongue no length of larum runs 5 
Two phrafes anfwer every part : 
One gained, one breaks her hufl^and's heart 
I will, ihe faid, when made a bride 3 ---> 
/ won't — through all her life befide, 
o 2 
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aUALIS AB INCEFTO. 

. THE gamefter, broke down by a run of III fate. 
Turns author, and politic-monger, for pay : 
Prom a cheat on the cards, becomes quack in the 
ftate. 

And Ihuffles in print, as he fhuffled at play. 
The fame infpiration both characters catch 5 
For the gameftcr's Old Nick is the fcribbler's Old 
Scratch. 

CtUALIS AB INCEFTO. 

WHEN a bard, o*er his pipe, a dull ditty compoies,. 
And critics, unmerciful, turn up their nofes. 
With anonjrmous praifes the papers he Huffs, 
And the offspring of whiffs is the parent of puffs I 

QUALIS AB INCEFTO. 

CURIO, whofe hat a nimble knave had fnatch*dj. 

Fat, clumfy, gouty, afthmatic, ?ind old. 
Panting againft a pofl his noddle fcratch'd. 

And his fad flory to a llranger told. 
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Follow the thief," repl/d the ftander-by. 
" Ah ! Sir," faid he, thcfe feet will wag no 
" more ! '* 

Alarm the neighbourhood with an hue-and-cry." 
Alas ! IVe roar'd as long as lungs could roar." 

" Then," quoth the ftranger, vain is all endeavour, 
" Sans voice to call,7^7fi vigour *to purfue : 
And (ince your Hat, of courfe, is gone for ever, 
^* I'll e'en make bold to take your fVig — Adieu!" 

aUALIS AB INCEPTO. 

TOM to a flirew lives link'd in wedlock's fetter. 
Yet let not Tom his liars too forely curfe : 

As there's no hope his wife will e'er be better. 
So there's no fear Ihe ever can be worfe ! 

PAR PARI. 

FAME fays, there are (we hope Fame fibs). 

Among our modern youth, 
Who lace around their dainty ribs 

A pair of ftays, forfooth ! 

o 3 
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Fortune \ howc'cr in diflfercnt ways 

Thou iettlefl rank and riches, 
O ! match thefe milkfop males in ftays 

With wives that wear the breeches f 

FAR PARI. 

OLD Gulo, one day, gravely ihaking his head, * 
To his comrades a le6hire of temperance read. 
" In all eating and drinking proportion purfue ; 
That's my method," faid he — and indeed he faid 
true 5 

For wherever good wine and good ven'son he found. 
He would drink ye three bottles — and eat ye three 
pound. 

PAR PARI. 

WHEN feventy, as *tis fometimes feen. 
Joins hands in wedlock with fcventeen,. 

We all th* unequal match abuie. 
But where*s the odds we fret about ? 
Difference in Age there is, no doubt 

In Folly— not a pin to choofe !: 
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' IN NOVA FEKT animus. 

IF Lettfom's Mangel-wertzell root 

Be old, or modem botany. 
Will Hand, perhaps, theme for difpute. 

While difputants we've got any. 

In this, howe*cr, we all agree. 
And own it for a true thing. 

To give it, without price or fee. 
In Phyfic, is a. new thing. 

IN NOVA FEBT ANIMUS. 

THE fnake, tradition's tale avers. 
Calls, once a year> his fpeckled fkin : 

Yet no improvement change infers 5 
'Tis flill the felf-fame fiiake within. 

Too like the fupple courtier's trim. 
Who turns and twifts, occafion's flave : 

*TIs change of fides, not change of him ! 
New knavery but the fame old knave I 
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IK NOVA PERT ANIMUS. 

WHEN Sloth puts ui^t bufinefs bjr, 
" To-morrow's a new day/* {he*ll cry : 
Ami all her morrows prove it true — 
They're never us'd — and therefore nezo ! 

SUAVITER UT NUNC BST. 

OUR grumbling politicians cry. 
Old England's bafis (lands awry 5 — - 

Mend this, they fay j mend that 5 mend t'other ! 
Spare, fpare, good people, your concern ; 
Let THIS OLD England ferve your turn — • 

'Tis you can (how us such another ! 

SI€ ERAT IN FATI9. 

YOU (how the Gipley trull your hand. 

And bid her read your fate : 
And when (he line by line has fcan*d>- 

For vaft difcoveric^ wait. 
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Ti^ not your hand which juftifies 
The prophecy Ihe'll rehearfe : — 

Your deiliny in her own hand lies^ 
And that hzxid— in your purftt 

$IC ERAT IN FATIS. 

IN modem anarchy's reign abfuri. 
Whatever maggot bites the herd. 
The order oJ\he day*s the word 

Throughout confiifion's border; 
But Heaven (the wife and worthy pray) 
Will foon turn things another way,. 
And, for the orders of the day,^ 

Reftore the days of order.. 

aUiBRE FERCGRINUM. 

FOR Jack's good life to certify. 

Nor friends nor ftrangers can be got : 

Thofe, who don't know him, know not why 5 
Thofe, who do know him, know why not ! 
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aUiBRE PfiREdRINVM. 

ONLY mark how grim Codru8*s vifage extends t' 
How unlike his ownfelf ! how efbrang^d from hia^ 
friends ! 

He wore not this face, when eternally gay. 

He reveird all night, and he chirruped all daj; 

Honeft Codms had then his awn houfe at his call 

Twas Bachelor*8,u therefore *twas liberty Hall: 

But now he has quitted poileffion for life. 

And ht lodges, poor man !. in the houjc of huswife ! 

SUB JUDrCE LIS EST. 

THE Conftable of a countiy town. 

Before a Juflice brought. 
Once on a time, a vagrant clown. 

In petty trefpafs caught : 

And long, .with many, a hum ! and ha I- 
Much circumftance, much doubt, 

Enlarg'd on fome fuppos'dyiiM* pas^ 
Could he have made it out. 
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^hen to his Worflilp tum'd his Ipeech, 

At every period's clofe. 
And afk'd, -what punifhment could reach 

Enormities like thofe ? 

What punifhment ? " with angry face. 
The Juftice ciy'd amain : 
^' Make him this moment take my place. 
And hear your tale again ! " 

SUB JUDICB LIS EST. 

A FOOL and Knave, with different views, 

For Julia's hand apply : 
The Knave, to mend his fortune, fues. 

The Fool, to plcafe his eye. 

Aflc you, how Julia will behave ? 

Depend on*t for a rule, . 
If file's a Fool, fhe'll wed the Knave — 

If fhe*s a Knave, the Fool. 
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ALIUSaUB £T IDBM. 

fBQlTD as a peer, pcx>r as a bard, 

A foot-fore Spaniard, late one night, 
Knocked at a tavern door fo hard. 
It rons'd the family in a fright. 

Up fprung the hoft from his bed-fide 5 

Open the chamber-window flew : 
" Who's there ?.— What boifberoiis hand," he ciy'd, 

" Makes at my gate this loud ado ?" 

" Here is," the ftateljf Spaniard faid, . 

Don Ix>pez9 Rodrigiide, Alonzo^ 
" Pedrillo, Guzman, Alvatade, ' 
" lago, Miguel, Alphonfo, 

"Antonio, Diego."— ."Hold ! hoW ! hold!" 

Exclaim'd the Landlord Pray I forbear I * 
" For half the numbers you* have told 

" I have not half a bed to fpare," 
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" Sir !*• quoth the Don, 'tis your miftakc. 
If names for men, of courfc, you count : 
Though long th* illuftrious lift I make. 
In me ftill centres all th* amount : 

" Worn down with tramping many a mile, 
Don Lopez, Rodriguez, Pedrillo, 

" With all th' etceteras of his ftyle. 
Will fleep. upon a Jingle pillow /** 



OUOCUNOUE MODO REM. 

A SPECIMEN brief of foreign wit to Ihcw, 1 
As far as my tranflating fkill will go, s 
Tho* I can*t fing — 1*11 fay — ^a French Rondeau. J 

' With two black eyes — ^that might a faint inflame, 
' The jilt Nannette caught S£rephon by furprife^ 

' But when the youth, enamour d of the dame, 
' Requefted love for love, and fighs for (ighs, 

* She frown*d, fquall'd, cuff *d — and fent him whence 
' he came, 

' With two black eyes /* 

VOL. I, . P 
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SPLENDEAT USIT. 

" AYE ! Honeft/i a jewel," Richard ciy'd. 
That (hines the clearer fUll, the more 'tis tryU" 
True, Dick," quoth Jeremy— ^'yourfelf may (hew it. 
Your Honefty'i fo clear — ^we all Ju through it.** 

AUDI ALTERAM PARTEM^ 

WHEN quacks, as quacks mi^y, by good luck, to be 
fure. 

Blunder out at bap-hazard a defperate cure. 
In the prints of the day, with due pomp and parade^ 
Cafe, patient, and do6lor, are amply dilplay'd : 
All this is quite jud — and no mortal can blame it : 
If they fave a man's life, they've a right to pro- 
claim it : 

But there's reafon to think they might fare more 
lives ftill. 

Did they publifh a lift of the numbers they kill ! 
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